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Introduction, vii 



a wide circulation in the chambers of suffering 
and death. 

The little volume, as a whole, b a record 
of feelings common at one time or other to 
most individuals, and to ordinary family circles, 
— ^for the hbtories of peaceful homes abound 
in touches of the poetical amid much plain 
prose. 

Written at considerable intervals, these re- 
cords have fallen into their places, under vari- 
ous obvious emblems. The Olive Leaves 
are poems on sacred, and the Cypress Leaves 
on sorrowful subjects. The Myrtle Leaves 
are of a more general character, and inter- 
spersed with word-sketches from Nature. The 
Ivy Leaves, as in Germany, are garlands for 
the interior of a happy home ; and these are 
mingled with Orange Blossoms, twined for 
inmate after inmate of that home, as each 
departs. The May Blossoms, under the 
same heading, are dedicated to children. 
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OLIVE LEAVES. 



THE BORDER LAND. 

I HAVE been to a land, a Border Land, 
Where there was but a strange dim light ; 
Where shadows and dreams in a spectral band, 

Seemed real to the aching sight. 
I scarcely bethought me how there I came, 

Or if thence I should pass again ; 
Its mom and its night were marked by the 
flight, 
Or coming, of woe and pain. 

Bat I saw from this land, this Border Land, 

With its mountain-ridges hoar. 
That it looked across to a wondrous sltoccv^* 

A bright and unearthly shore. 
— 8 



For I thought He would call i 

Yet nay ; for awhile in the Bordi 

He bade me in patience stay, 
And gather rich fruits with a trei 

While He chased its glooms av 
He had led me amid those shado' 

And shown that bright world s* 
To teach me that earnest trust in 

Is * the one thing needful * here. 

And so from the land, the Border 
I've turned me to earth once mc 

But earth and its works were such tr 
By the light of that radiant shor 

And oh- shoni^ fV./*.. 



The Border Land, 5 

Twas a land where earthly pride was not, 
Where the poor were brought to mind, 

With their scanty bed — their fireless cot, 
And their bread so hard to find. 

But little I heard in the Border Land 

Of the din that passed below ; 
For the once loud voices of human life 

To the deafened ear were low. 
I was deaf to the clang of its trumpet-call, 

And alike to its gibe or its sneer ; 
Its riches were dust, and the loss of all 

Would then scarce have cost a tear. 

I met with a Friend in this Border Land, 

Whose teachings can come with power 
To the blinded eye and the deafened ear, 

In affliction's loneliest hour. 
' Times of refireshing, ' to the soul 

In languor, oft He brings. 
And leads it then to meditate 

On high and heavenly things. 

Holy Ghost ! too often grieved 
In my health and earthly haste, 

1 bless those slow and silent houn 
Which seemed to run to waste. 



Thou takest there ' of the things of C 

A past and a future page, 
And poursst on each divinest light — 

At steps of pilgrimage 
Diverse — a3 every soul can bear ; 

Of such light in times of old, 
King David in the Border Land 

Oft sang to his harp of gold. 

I went to this land, this Border Laac 

. Sweet charities to prove ; 
For hours 'twixt life and death dema 

Deep springs and founts of love. 
Yet not mother's love, though strong 



The Wandering Heart 



I have trodden a path I did not know, 
Safe in my Saviour's hand ; 

I can trust Him for all the future now, 
I have been to the Border Land. 



A 



L 



THE WANDERING HEART. 

'Thou tellest my wanderings.'— Ps. lvl 8. 

LAS for the wildly wandering heart, 
And its changing idol guests ! 
It has roamed away to the world's far ends 

At the ipgrant wind's behests ; — 
More fleet in its course than the flying dart, 
Alas for the wandering heart ! 

Go, bind it with Memory's holiest spells, 
But it rec]^ not the tl^gs of old ; 

Go, chain it ui Gratitude's surest cells 
With fetters more precious than gold — 

Yet ever, oh ever, it will depart \ — 

Alas for the wandering heart ! 

Is it gone up to listen at heaveu's gale 
To Gabriel's harp of praise? 



It loves on a worthless and treacherous worl 

To bestow its high desires ; 
The lamp which it ought to have lighted 
heaven 

It kindles at idol fires. 
Too seldom it turns to its guiding chart ; 
Alas for the wandering heart I 

'Twill need to be steeped in the briny wave 
Of affliction's billowy sea, • 

And salt tears must water its way to the gra 
Ere it shall from those vanities flee. 

It must ever be feeling the chastening smart 

Alas for the wandering heart ! 



Return thee to thy Best* 



RETURN THEE TO THY REST, 

PS. CXVL 7. 

RETURN, return thee to thine only rest, 
Lone pilgrim of the wold I 
Far erring from the fold, 
By the dark night and rising storms distressed ; 
List, weary lamb, the Shepherd's anxious 

voice, 
And once again within His arms rejoice. 

Return, return ; thy fair white fleece is soiled, 
And by sharp briars rent ; 
Thy little strength is spent ; 
Yet He will pity thee, thou torn and spoiled. 
There, thou art cradled on His tender breast ; 
Now never more, sweet lamb, forsake that 
rest. 

Return, return, my soul, be like this lamb ; 
Yet can it— can it be 
That thou shouldst pardon me, 
Thou injured Love, all ingrate as I am? 
Once again, weary of earth's \n^vcv^>JcCvw^^ 
False as the desert's far and sVimvtv^^^^v^SI?' 



Oime Leaves. 



Return, return to Ihy forsaken Friend, 
So long despised, forgot [ 
That should Jle ' know ihee not,' 
Thy 'wandering heart' His justice must defend. 
Vet on, press on, towards the mercy-seat, 
And if thou perish, peiish at His feet. 

Ketum, return, for He is near Ihee dwelling ; 
And not into the air 
Need rise the sighs of prayer. 
I iito H is ear thon'rt all thy sorrows telling ; 
Thou need'st not speak to Him through 

^ppqes wide, 
For tie is near ihee, even at thy side. 




* The Lone, Still Room.'' 1 1 



« THE LONE, STILL ROOM: 

KNOWST thou the time when torturing 
pain, 
Yielding at last to healing skill, 

Doth yet, from feared return, constrain 

The sufferer to seclusion still ? 
The lone, still room, the shaded light, 
Excluding all of warm or bright. 



O dweller in that lone, still room ! 

Thou and thy God are there alone ! 
What hast thou, 'mid its favouring gloom, 

In silent penitence to own ? 
For Hs, thy true Confessor, knows 
Thy need of this enforced repose. 



The good Phjrsician of the soul 
Bathes thee in Gilead's priceless balm ; 

He woundeth and He maketh whole. 
His is the cure, and His the calm. 

' He leads thee in His own right way ; ' 
Je still, and love, and hope, and pxa^ \ 









12 Olive Leaves. 




' WHOM THE LORD LOVETH HE 




chasteneth: 




h™. mi. 6. 




A GAIN I feel, God 1 
iV Stripes of Thy Lifted rod ; 
AH suddenly ihey come, and sliarp the pain. 

Almighty 1 will Thou deign 
To give account to roe, or reason why ? 
Nay ; Thou doSt but reply, 
' / eh:UUn ■aikam I lave; ' 




lialm fur Tliy bilter stripes,-a!l else abuve. 




Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth, 1 3 



From helplessness, so thou faint not nor tire ; 
What more canst thou desire? 

* / chasten whom I love^ — 
Feed on that thought; 'tis balm, — all else above. 

I chasten them to \vean 

From each enchanting scene 

The children of a kingdom yet to come ; 

Fair stones to be brought home, 
All chiselled as they needed, at my will, 
Each one its place to fill 

In the temple of my love, — 
The radiant New Jerusalem above. 

* / chasten whom I love; * 

I could not teach or move 

Man's spirit thus amid life's whirling shows ; 

But I can give repose 
In long, lone wakeful flights, to the poor heart 
With which it ne'er shall part ; 

And bid each promise beam 
Out in the darkness with most lustrous gleam. 

Rejoice, my chastened ones ! 
My daughters and my sons. 
Walk softly in the way ye have been led. 
By tribiUation dead 



A Meditation. 15 

That tears for secret sin may freely flow, 
And self and pride lie low. 

• / chasten whom I love^ * — 
Feed on that thought; 'tis balm, — all else 
above. 



A MEDITATION, 
'And went backward and not forward.'— J br. vii. 24. 

EVEN so, like wandering Israel, 
Strajring from the paths of peace. 
Bound to the &r land of promise, 
Through the barren wilderness ; 
Yet, unmindful of their home. 
Content amongst its sands to roam. 

Amongst the sands of earth, O Lord ! — 

The trifles of the day,— 
My soul hath lingered long, nor passed 

Upon its onward way. 
' Backward and not forward ' pressing, 
Though the light of life possessm^. 









i5 Qiive Leaves. 




Earth hatll snares far flesh and spirit, 

Suited to a wandering heart ; 
Sutan numbs it to the power, 

Even of the chistening smart ; 
And its own deceitful dealings. 
Who can connl its evil /eelings I 

Lord, Uiua tempted, and thus yielding 

Ever to idolatry. 
Didst Thoii, conldst Thou bear with Israel ; 

Wilt Thou, canst Thou hear with me? 
All ! Ihtiugh froward and perverse, 
Did Israel ever tempt Thee thus? 


^1 



Anxiety, 17 



ANXIETY. 
*He careth for you.* — 1 Pbt. v. 7, 

HERE let me rest, 
And lay my thousand hopes and 
fears 
To sleep upon His breast ; 

Away with tears. 
The good of my desire He gives, 
That even in denial lives. 

Here let me rest ; 

He can bestow it, if He please ; 
I am His child confessed, 
My need He sees. 
And says that nought exceeds His love 
In earth below or heaven above. 

Here let me rest ; 

If He withhold the precious boon. 
His wisdom chooseth best. 

In heaven's high noon 
I may discern that bliss attained, 
In virtue oi this prayer disdained. 



1 8 Olivf Leaves. 

Here let me test 

Till this deep anxiousness depart. 
This yearning of the breast, 

And aching smart ; 
Till faith shall light the saddened wa 
And meekness bless a Father's 'Nay 

Here let me rest ; 

What though the path of life no m 
In rainbow tints be drest 
Bright a; 




* Quies' 19 

Sleep, gentle handmaid, waits 
At the still entrance gates, 
ft lulling anxious thought and aching woe. 

e grave hath rest I night of life's weary 

day, 
e shroud's calm sleep for the once sufTering 
clay. 
Till God shall raise afresh 
The garment of the flesh, 
e dust laid up in dust for heaven's array. 

bbaths have rest ! when the soul shakes her 

wings 
Zion's courts awhile from meaner things ; 
Forgets her week-day care, *" 
Or learns its weight to bear, 
tiile dews of heaven around the Spirit 
flings. 

d heaven hath rest I the Sabbath of the 

sky ! 
\ weary feet shall walk the world on high ! 

No tear of trouble falls 

Within those jasper walls. 
• gain this rest for me did Jesus d\e. 



A MEDITATION 
NG THE ABSENCE OP FRIENDS AT CONISTON LAKI 



/ 



HY is it, when a sunny gleam of light, 
A pleasant dole from heaven's tree 
sury bright, 
f all things beautiful and good that seem.. 
s transient on my daily even way — 
scarcely owned and blessed before I say 
3ehold the shadow close upon the gleam 

true that joy is ever ecstasy, 
^y more than simple joy to me ; 
'^nmes not oft, as gladness to the gay ; 



M Broken Cistern all the while, 21 

That brought such exquisite delight, — it vied 
With all that syren Hope had prophesied ; 
Then on such joy did suffering follow oft. 

And now, when to a mind of deeper tone 
And richer memories such joys would come, 

Why is it that Denial, cold and stem, 
Is Hope's perpetual handmaid ? why, oh why ? 
My heart, in patience quell that rising sigh. 

And in retirement holier lesson learn. 

There is a world beyond this world of ours, 
The thought whereon God wills thee to re- 
pose; 

Thereto He points thee in thy lonely hours. 
Communings here with kindred souls denied, 
Shall in that world to come be satisfied, — 

Joy dwelleth there — ^not on this earth of ours. 

Thou shalt not dress a Paradise below ; 
And couldst thou all earth's loftiest converse 
know. 
Abiding with its purest and its best ; 
ind if its fairest scenery should combine 
b prison and suffice this soul of thine, 
God bids it forth^K)n a more ^oxAOwao^tSkX* 



Olive Leaves. 



Hem must thou seek, to Him Ihy being 
He is tby 'Lord,' thy 'Life,' thy 'Joy, 
■ Friend ; ' 
Thy spirit striveth for a nobler birth. 
If aught from Him would lure thee to d 
Then must it be withheld, thou 'waodi 

Tliitie home is 



i not upon the doomed eartlu 

reth thee a space of rest, I 
any cares, to lie a guest I 
ini : a gift of grace nnsoughc 



For this He dearetl 
Full oft, ftom many ci 

Alone wilh Him -. a gift of grace 
When thou shall enter it without repining, 
See in lis solitude His sun's clear shining, 




Bear it. 23 



BEAR IT, 
* Charity (love) beareth all things. '~z Cor. xiii 7. 

FOLLOWER of the lowly Lamb, 
Hast thou ceased to watch and pray ? 
O'er what neighbour's fieiults and sins 

Hast thou cast the veil to-day ? 
If thou answerest scorn with scorn, 

Adding to the heap of ill, 
Art thou of the Spirit bom ? 
Workest thou the Father's will? 

Bear it— yes, in silence bear it. 

Bitter howsoe'er it be ; 
Not a human ear must share it. 

Known alone to God and thee. 
Secret griefs shall train thy soul 

Into finer sympathies 
With Him who makes the wounded whole, 

And all their sorrows His. 

Bear it. Christ hath borne before thee, 

All by hate and malice flung ; 
Healing balm He can shed o'er thee. 

Tor the arrows of the tongue. 



\ 



liear it— wnen he, the world's high Lord 

Came to His thankless own. 
His perfect goodness was abhorred. 

Despised, or all unknown. 
And who art thou, to speak of wrongs 

Or to weep for want of love. 
If He the scomets-sat among. 

Heaven's pure, incarnate Dove? 

Follower of the lowly Lamb, 
Never cease to watch and pray ; 

Hide thy wounds from all but Jesus, 
Prayer can smooth the roughest way f 

And such endurance in thee wrought. 
Or thy cross shall lifted be ; 

Or thou wouldst not with it part. 



vesper Belh. 25 



It yidd Him fruits and spices sweet, 
Pressed out by His oWn hand ; 

And tlioii» by slow dq^rees made meet, 
Shalt reach the Promised Land. 



VESPER BELLS 
FOR SABBATH BVES. 

I FJesns on thb daycares! 
Hath come into His house of prayer, 
And tamed on eveiy icalting guest 

His look of love and mQdness there. 
How must tluit flft which! sees the soul, 
Have watdied eadi wandering desire ! 
The sacrifice^ or tore or whol^ 
The sacred or mhallowed fire. 

Some came bowed down with worldly care ; 

Perchance He took the load away, 
And whispered, 'Imysdf willbear. 

And do thon only wait and pray/ 
Some deeply pierced by broken reeds, 
. Faintingbecanseearth'sstreamsweredried, 
Again the Shepherd folds and feeds 

Id 2I01V by the foimtain?% ddt. 



(A congregation of the deac 
'The dead/ with neither life : 

Whom 'mid disciples mingl 
Nor mercy wins, nor terrors i 

' Sent empty ' from His hoi 

Wast thou * sent empty,' O n: 

Had Jesus then no word fo 
The * Man of sorrows * ; didsl 

No answer to His * Lov'st 
If * olive leaves * for thee wer< 

Say, hast thou plucked the 
If still Siloam's stream was fl 

Were peace and healing th 



opportunities. 27 



OPPORTUNITIES, 

'All that thou mightest have been ; 
All that thou mightest have done.' 

MARK that long dark line ol shadows 
Stretching far into the past ; 
Every day it seems to lengthen, 
Whither does it tend at last? 
Each one added to the hosts, 

From the present moment flies ; 
These are Time's forgotten ghosts, 
Fleeted opportunities. 

Characters of light or darkness, 
Gabriers pen from each requires ; 

God records, if man forgets them, 
Numbers each, as each expires. 

And the awful spectres all, 
At the day of doom will rise, 

"Witnesses at Heaven's call, — 
Fleeted opportunities. 

Buried powers of good unmeasured. 
Hardly present did ye seem ; 

Yet I thought I should have treasut^d^ 
When ye vanished like a dTeaccci. 



O my soul ! no further length 
Wilfully this ghostly train ; 

Rise and seek for grace to st« 
Where 'twas never sought i: 

Lost I this hour but adds anot 
To those solemn witnesses ; 

Every living soul's thy brother 
Mark thine opportunities. 



/ WILL NOT GO OUT F. 

And if the servant shall say, I love i 
will not go out free ; then he shall serve 1 



/ will not go out Free. 29 

What is there in the changing earth 

To be preferred to Thee ? 
No ; I love Thee, O my Master ! 

I would not go out free. 

Its gauds and trifle treasures, 

They shall be burnt with fire ; 
Its glories and its pleasures. 

How wearily they tire ! 
Its loudly-vaunted liberty 

Were slavery to me : 
No ; I love Thee, O my Master I 

I would not go out free. 

Free from the ties of tenderness 

And mercy undefiled 
Of Ilim who died, that I might be 

Not a bond-slave, but a child ! 
Henceforth His light and easy yoke 

My willing choice shall be : 
No ; I love Thee, O my Master I 

And I will not go out free. 

Behold ! how rich Thy saving grace I 

Less on my hold of Thee 
Depends my hope of heaven at last, 

Thm on Thine hold of mc\ 



jfjB NAME WHICH IS ABOVE 

evbrv namb. 






1 On hearts that on« were ao^, 
y 11 h«lde were tlience erased, 
Thoagh all besiae wc 

Tl«tn.me^vou1d.li^d=^<;^^_ 



The Name^abave every flame, 31 

When fiist its flinty surface knew 
The Spirit's softening power, 

Beside His name stood others too. 
The idols of the hour. 

Bat God hath passed it through the fire, 

For earthly love and vain desire. 

All other names the fire has tried. 

And worn their trace away ; 
This One the burning can abides 

Clear in its fiercest ray ; 
And now it ne'er ei&ced can be, 
So oft, my Lord, I've fled to Thee. 

Yet sometimes, when a beam divine 

Lights up this evil heart, 
I ask me if indeed 'tis Thine^ 

Or if it acts a part, — 
So dark its thoughts, so vain its dreams. 
So fiur it is firom what it seems. 

Oh, be that heart at last subdued 

To all Thine holy will I 
To meekness every day renewed. 

Albeit by suffering still. 
Thy name above all names should be^ 
Show forth Thy glonoua xi«mft Vcv tcv^\ 



He will rest in His Love. 33 

His Love ! — My heart thou oft hast tried 
In earthly friends to place thy trust ; 

Do not earth's dearest links divide, 
And canst thou e*er be satisfied 

With creatures — earth and dust? 

His Love ! — Sweet refuge from despair, 

Forsaken e'en, upbraideth not ; 
Tis thine, my soul, and canst thou e'er 

Forget its depth, or slight its care. 
Or crave another lot ? 

His Love 1 that knows no change of mood. 
But rests where it designs to save, 

Till every sin it hath subdued. 
And every rebel thought renewed, 
Attends us to the grave. 

rb shed our sinful hearts among, 
And fills beside all heaven above ; 
> tell it mocks an angel's tongue. 
By man redeemed it must be sung ; 
All heaven is this— His Love. 




10 idols there, 

for fear and prayer, 
ught is fixed upon 
ying love ; 
■Id e'er tymn the praise 

"is holy will is done. 



His Servants shall serve Him, 35 

And their once evil hearts refined. 
No worship of self shall know ; 

The dross and chaff all left behind, 
Of the earthly mind below. 

There no more hindrance of the flesh. 

Nor aught froifi the weary brain, 
The up-tendings of the Spirit 

In God*s kingdom shall restrain. 
For in heaven His servants serve Him, 

And no failing comes between 
The service that they render Him, 

And the service that they mean. 

In heaven His servants serve Him, 

They make no idols there ; 
They find no more temptation, 

No need for fear and prayer. 
There every thought is fixed upon 

A Saviour's dying love ; 
And harps of gold e*er hymn the praise 

Of Him, all praise above. 



TV^NEELING. 
JV Before no i 
■Within an old ant 
What thougbts 
Wliile Ibe deep oi 
The vaulted aisle 




To a Lady on her Confirmation, yj 

The earthly shepherd's hand was laid 

On every suppliant near ; 
But Jesus knew what vows were paid 

By hearts in lowly fear ; 
And who besought His crook and rod 
To guide them to the fold of God. 

To such, whatever pilgrims need 

Was promisM to-day ; 
No more on fruitless husks they feed 

In Zion's pleasant way : 
Its living streams are pure and still, 
And fair and green its holy hill. 

As weary travellers retrace — 
When some high point they gain — 

Their path, and every resting-place. 
Winding o'er steep and plain ; 

So thou shalt turn in life's decay. 

And mark thy setting forth to-day. 

Frowns of the world thou need'st not fear. 

But dread its syren smiles ; 
Go forth and prove thine armour here 

Against all Satan's wiles ; 
And when its links in death divide. 
May thy soul flee to 3eSM*s s\^^\ 
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We praise Thee, O God! 39 

They suffer with me in patience, 

I suffer with them in love ; 
My rod and my staff are theirs below. 

And my glory theirs above. 



WE PRAISE THEE, GOBI 

THANK God for the moorland acres 
Still left in our Isle so fair — 
Thank God for their breath of freedom 

From the murk of the city air ; 
For the bloom of their lilac heather-bells, 
For their spreads of golden gorse, 
For their carpets of fern. 
For their fringe of firs, 
And the tread of their springy moss. 



Thank God for the fragrant fir-tree shades^ 
When sunshine floods the sky, 

And paints along their aisles and glades 
Its network traceiy. 



Olive Ltat'di 



If e'er the winter winds are wild 

Upon this sheltered shore. 

Here must they Eleep, 

For they ne'er can sweep 

Across such peacciul floor. 



Thonk God for our outlook seaward. 

Where the pearl and azure play i 
Thank God for the rippling wavelets 




e Thee, God.' 



\ for the towers of purple cloud, 

^tch morn's ruby liglit, 

re-glow, and eve's afler-glow 

nes into the night : 

nr bearls above the earth, 

< gales ajar we see. 

' such the pxlsEe door, 

: that are ' gore before,' 

isl the Presence be I 



: we list the angels' psalms ; 

d in heart and brain, 

im lights and shades and calms 

:it;'s bounds again. 

(-day world the Master waits, 

i sheep which are lost we win 

the sin and the strife 

ir outcast life — 

, that we bring Ihcm in. 




-«. *^jr wuiKs suau praise rnee, u Lord, a 
saints shall bless Ttce.*— Ps. cxlv. x< 

LINNiEUS, from the frozen No: 
Oui English moorlands trod, 
And when he saw the golden gorse. 

Fell down and worshipped God, 
Who in more genial clime had cause* 

Such thorny bush to bloom, 
And out to the wide commons shed 
Its odorous perfume. 

And sure the spring-tide must have s( 

That act of worship true, 
When all the trees in tender green 

Came forth and worshipped too ; 
For every new-bom leaflet praised. 



shall rise again — 
ie gladsome song — 
e the earth,' whnl wails 
saints, ere long I 

ires to those who prny 

1 raiment due ; 

when on Ihal Day 

le nil things new.' 

il, each quivering leaf, 

TION lells— 

ing-time Voice thai floats 

ields and fells. 
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sncamped in dtscri. toVA — 
[lory bowed ■, 



. . ^.«.cinai snooK UK 
1 he circle of the wide creation f 

In thunder-tones to trembling Isi 

Did God first give the word ; 
In after years firom prophet-harps 

The Spirit's voice was heard : 
And then, Jehovah-Lord, to huma 
(Jently and unperceived Thou didst c 
Thy mighty Godhead robed in eart 
And left Evangelists to tell the tale 

Thy chariots myriads of angels be— 
TTiey uttered first the word : 

Since then upon how great a comps 
Is the same ^ft ocs^^ — 



yubiUe Ode. 
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Where Cambria's barren rocks first craved the 
word, 
And now, the Gospel smiles. 
Though still the ruined fortress crowns her 

steeps. 
For savage war and crime no more she weeps ; 
But all her mountain-air she gladly fills 
With silver voices from her ancient rills. 



As feed those many rills her noble streams, 

Rushing through rock and glen. 
From thousand cottage-homes Britannia pours 

The word of life to men : 
And whilst her happy island influence rides 
All round the world the surging ocean tides. 
Benighted denizens of farthest seas 
Begin to mingle in her Jubilees ! 

Rome trembles at the mighty word she hid 

In her own cloistered cells ; 
The failing followers of Islam forbid 
* In vain the truths it tells ; 
And in its ancient seats, and antique foimts. 
Again the pure and living water mounts, 
Prepared o*er each green marge to spread and 

flow. 
And htAp to bid the world Christ's empVttVxinw . 



^Pnnes instant to a T "^'^"'^'"I'e <» 

S'^tterod thrash S^^"''-^" '^1 
"ne waiting mti^jj^^ 

Andsureli, 
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NINEVEH AND ITS REUCS 
IN THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 

I. 

COME back, come back into the past ! 
The ancient Ages call ; 
Sennacherib bids his guests once more 

Enter his palace-hall — 
Colossal forms ^ the portals guard, 
And long the entrance hath been barred. 

II. 

Not from Assyria's sandy plains 

The wondering throng sweep in ; 
But out of London's mighty heart. 

Its moving life and din, 
We press to seek the calm sublime, 
Fresh risen from the tomb of time. 

III. 

Tie avenging God by * fire * and * flood, ' ■ 
Fulfilling Nahum's word, 
ie city that was stained with blood, 
For Israel's sake abhorred,' 
it down, in pagan pomp and pride, 
ath mounds of dust, in shamt Vo\Cv^^. \ 






V. 

^e Wok ^ thT, ?^ '^ 
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VII. 

Fair antique lamps, as if just quenched ! 

Glass, opal-dyed by age, 
Dim fh^ment-links *twixt Now and Then, 

Ye lead to nobler page, 
* Kings' archives * *® — where in mystic heap 
Lost histories of nations sleep. 



VIII. 

For thee, thou one mute worshipper ^^ 

Of the vast idols round. 
Lone remnant of humanity 

In the burnt palace found, 
Thy tale, alas f may ne'er be read, 
Till Nineveh shall yield its dead. 



IX. 

And why, by God's own hand unsealed 

In this appointed hour. 
Why now are these rude forms revealed? 

And whence hath science power 
Afresh to scan this arrowy tongue. 
In silence sepulchred so long? \ 

. ^ 



All iioraries of stone, 
At God*s good pleasure 

The proofs which all i 
That the * sure word of p 
Abideth everlastingly. 



J 



XI. 

And deep within earth's qu 
On many an eastern plaii 

Yet mightier secrets still mj 
That shall God*s word ex 

High records for decipherin 

The lore of Abraham's fathi 
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XIII. 

* I, with my graven images,*' 

Went down into the dust, 
Ere men had their Redeemer seen, — 

"The Holy One,— the Just.** 
If I at Jonah*s preaching turned. 
What had I from the Saviour learned ? 

XIV. 

* I clasped the keys of bygone years 

In long and dreamless sleep, 
And lay, till God should call me forth, 

Entranced in chambers deep ; 
He bids me prove how true the past. 
On a future age a gleam to cast. 

XV. 

' For my idols all will see the day 

When ** Greater Babylon," 
My archetype, shall, swept away,** 

Make room for "the Mighty One," — 
For Him "whom all nations and peoples 

shall praise,** *^ 
Whose throne is "set up by the Ancient of 
Days.*' 



With burning breath ''the man of s 

And his last and strongest lies ; 
The stone of His kingdom of truth t 
The kingdom that "never shall pass 

XVIL 

Come back, come back into the past 

The ancient Ages call ; 
Come, muse upon Time and Eternlt) 

In Sennacherib's palace-hall : 
Colossal forms the portals guard. 
And long the entrance hath been bar 
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f between which and Ihe forms seen 
1 in his vision 13 (go strikizig not to 
!. The prophet hod been a captive in 
if Assyria. Tbe book of Daniel (who 
imiliar with tha Assyrian sacred types) 
1 descrjplions of these curioiis aninial 



ia the dwelling of the lions, nnd the 
!£« of the young lions, where the tion. 
Id lion, walked, and (he lion's whelp- 
made them afraid? 

DD did (eox In pieces enough for his 
id strangled for his lionesses, and filled 
with prey, and hia dens with ravia' 

ive is a noble doscripllon of the violent 
lie chanicler of the Assyrian kings, 
laees appear to have been also the 
'their goiia, 

'ht avingiag God byjtrc andjtaod' 

hUe they shall be foldcn together u 

d while they are drunken as drunkards, 

I be devoured as stubble fully diy ' 

.<0|. 

Jaee shall be dissolved (as iu toorgia, 



.^ivc \ji my messengers shall no more be 
(Nahum ii. 13). 

' The gates of thy land shall be set wi( 
wito thine enemies ; the fire shall devG 
bars ' (Nahmn iii. 13). 

'Then shall the fire devour thee' (1 
iii. 15). 

* Flood: 

' But with an over-running flood He will 
an utter end of the place thereof (Nahum . 

' The gates of the rivers shall be op 
(Nahum ii. 6). 

' ' The city that was stained with blood 
For Israel's sake abhorred. ' 
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ae commentator observes, that 'this 
as highly interesting to the Jews, as 
OS had often ravaged their country, 
eoently destroyed the kingdom of 

73)- 

>hecy of Nahum was uttered about 

lortly before the victorious army of 

I was smitten by the angel of Jehovah 

. 36). It must have been to the 

ebrews of that age, in some measure 

)ocalypse was to the early Christians, 

of assurance that the people of God 

oately triumph in the great conflict 

vers of darkness in which they were 

of Nineveh had fallen in the year 
n the year 588 B.C., the prophet 
is 31st chapter, speaks of the Assyrian 
estroyed, which it had been about 
years previously to his prophecy. 

Verse 4. 

»• der their grave the Arab trod^ 

lake thy grave ; for thou art vile ' 

4). 

nil cast abominable filth upon thee, 

ike thee vile, and will set thee as a 

; * /Nahum iii. 6). 



•"" r 
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Nisr signifies, in all Semitic language 
eagle ; — the eagle - headed deity is pron 
among the Assyrian sculptures, biblical sch 
long before the discoveries of Mr. LAyard, 
concluded that in the Assyrian Pantheon 
chief god was worshipped under the form o 
eagle. 

' So Sennacherib, the king of Assyria, dwd 
Nineveh. And it came to pass, as he was \ 
shipping in the house of Nisroch his god, t 
his sons smote him with the sword' (2 Kii 
xix. 37). « 



« I 



When Israel sought to gods of clay* 



' And they followed vanity, and hea*^' 
and went after the V>'*"**- 
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mcNre against the Lxsrd ; this is that king Ahaz. 
For he sacrificed unto the gods of Darmesek, 
which smote him : and he said, Because the gods 
of the kings of Assyria help them, therefore will 
I sacrifioe unto them, that they may help me. 
But they were the ruin of him, and of all Israel ' 
(2 Chron. xxviiL 21-23). 

• These heathen cherubim were they* 

'With cherubim of cunning work made he 
them ' (Ex. xxxvi. 8). 

Josephus, in his Antiquities of the Jews, says, 
'These were flying animals like none other seen 
by man, but such as Moses saw about the throne 
of God.' These symbolical figures, according to 
the description given of them by Ezekiel, were 
creatiures with four heads and one body, and the 
animals of which these forms consisted were the 
noblest of their kind : the lion among wild beasts, 
the bull among tame ones, the eagle among the 
birds, and man at the head of all ; so that they 
might be, says Dr. Priestley, the representatives 
of all nature. Hence some have conceived them 
to be somewhat of the shape of flying oxen. 
This seems to have been the ancient opinion 
which tradition had handed down concerning the 
shape of the cherubim with the flaming sword 
that guarded the tree of life (Gen. m. t^V — S** 



to express to us after their 1 
sleep in the depths of the 
ark -memories of the cherubim 
the gate of Eden, invests them > 
interest. 

'The cherubim mentioned in 
ment, and the four beasts mc 
Revelation of St John (chap, iv 
been supposed to represent the C 
in its di£ferent successive eras. 

'The first beast like a U<m (i 
Church in apostolic times, and < 
character) ; the second beast lili 
Church of the dark ages, and as 
times of pagan and Papal pei 
third beast with a face as a Man 
Reformation times as the hpaH ^* 
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seventh refers lo a 
ics from Nineveh. 
lose of Ihe throne, 
n contact with the 
(U» to restore their 
t Professor Owen, 
and beautiful. 

\ t64 dark fit.' 
:^pter of Eiekicl 
tention in reference 

cedar in Lebanon.' 
ttural than (hat Ihe 
loh, the Egyptian 
lie Assjrian empire, 

twenty-four years 
his prophecy by the 



.) 



oath, I 



that go down IQ i-ho 
God-, la ii« ^1 




Within a century after the flood, and whi 
Noah was in the full vigour of his age, his grea 
grandson Nimrod is introduced on the histoi 
page as the founder of Nineveh : ' Out of ti 
land of Shinar he went into Ass3rria (see maigii 
reading), and builded Nineveh ' (Gen. x.). 

This actual throne and its footstool are se 
in the Museum in a glass case as well as on I 
marbles. 

Verse 7. 

>• • A7»^/ archives: 

The visitor to the Museum should not neg' 
to seek for the Babylonian and Assyrian bri( 
^'^ with fUTow-headed characters (in 



:-.-«-:i 
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writing being as perfect as when the tablets were 
first stamped. They were piled in huge heaps 
from the floor to the ceiling. This chamber, Sir 
H. Rawlinson said, might be presumed to be the 
house of records of the Assyrian kings. He 
thought that, when these tablets had been de- 
ciphered, we should have a better acquaintance 
with the history, the religion, the philosophy, and 
the jurisprudence of Assyria 1500 years before 
the Christian era, than we had of Greece or 
Rome during any period of then* respective 
histories.' 

Mr. George Smith's wonderful reading of the 
Flood Tablet in 1872 (the date of which, how- 
ever, appears to be only about 600 years B.C., 
though it declares itself to have been copied from 
an older inscription), and the discovery of tablets 
3ret unpublished concerning the Creation and 

.he Fall, have fully confirmed Sir Henry Raw- 

inson's prevision. 



Verse 8. 

" • For thee^ thou one mute worshipper* 

n the case of fragment ivories, is one human 
1, evidently that of a young person from the 

ity of the teeth, and it is said to be the only 

found in the burnt palace. 



\ 



d wrillm maatilaiiis hidi.' 
to tbe Sinaitic inscription 
i of the Wady MoUatd^ 
till supposed by some to 
of the children of laad 
the wilderness, and whidi 
Taphed from plaistQ casts, 
^, with much can: by M. 
3 two YoluracB are accessible 
n, and (he original mould- 
ihe Louvre. 

[iih \\\e Sin 
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Most remarkably was this accomplished. We 

are told by Diodorus, that in his plans for the 

defence of the city, the King of Assyria was 

greatly encouraged by an ancient prophecy — 

That Nineveh should never be taken until the 

rtver became its enemy^hvX that after the allied 

revolters had besieged the city for two yeass 

without effect, there occurred a prodigious inim- 

dation of the Tigris, when the stream overflowed 

its banks and rose up to the city — ^Assur-ebil- 

ili, the Saracus of the Greeks — and swept away 

about twenty furlongs of its great wall. When 

the king heard this unexpected fulfilment of the 

old prediction, he was filled with consternation 

and despair ; he gave up all for lost : and that 

he might not fall into the hands of his enemies, 

he caused a large pile of wood to be raised in his 

palace, and, heaping thereon all his gold and 

silver and apparel, and collecting his eimuchs 

and concubines, ordered the pile to be set on fire, 

whereby all those persons, with himself, his 

treasures, and his palace, were utterly consumed. 

The inundation of the Tigris was probably caused 

by the melting of the snows in the mountains of 

Armenia. A similar circumstance occiured a few 

years since in Bagdad, the greatest city that now 

exists on the same river. 

• In which of the palaces Saracus burnt himself 
with his wives and followers is not ascerta^v^ed* 
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Olive Leaves. 



It IE n^markixble, that while no one has yd db- 
cohtlt] a tiurm temple in Egypt or Greece, all 
l!i['^.' Assyrian palaces have been destroyed by 
firi! ; ihe abbs lining the chambers bear cettain 
mark^ of it, A considerable quantity of coal, 
and even pieces of half-burnt wood, were found in 
many places * ;iiid it must have been a violent 
and prolonged tin: — to calcine noi only a few 
spats, but every part of the slnhs ten fbet high, 
and sct-crol inches thick. So complete q decom- 
position can be attributed only lo intense heat, 
siit'h OS would be occasioned by the fall of a 
burning roof. Not a single bas-relief capable of 
preservation was found in any of Itie cliambers at 
Khorsabad ; they were all pulverized, Tliose on 
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and lament for her, when they shall see the 
smoke of her burning, standing afar off for the 
fear of her torment, sa3ring, Alas, alas, that great 
dty Babylon, that mighty city I for in one hour 
is thy judgment come ' (Rev. xviii. 9, 10). 

* For in one hour is she made desolate ' (Rev. 
xviii. 19). 

•And after these things I saw another angel 
come down from heaven, having great power ; 
and the earth was lightened with his glory. 

•And he cried mightily with a strong voice, 
saying, Babylon the great is fallen, is fallen, and 
is become the habitation of devils, and the hold 
of every foul spirit, and a cage of every unclean 
and hatefid bird. 

'And I heard another voice from heaven, say- 
ing. Come out of her, my people, that ye be not 
partakers of her sins, and that ye receive not of 
her plagues ' (Rev. xviii. i, 2, 4). 

■' ' For Him whom all nations and peoples shall 

praise' 

' I beheld then, because of the great words which 
the horn spake : I beheld even till the beast was 
slain, and his body destroyed, and given to the 
burning flame. 

• And, behold, one like the Son of man came 
with the clouds of heaven, and caxtv^ vo >\\^ 

L E __ 



and languages, should sc 
is an everlasting dominioD 
awaj, and his kingdom U 
destrojred ' (Dan. vii. ii, 13 



Versr i« 

And his last and str 

'Let no man deceive you 
that day shall not come, exi 
falling away first, and that ] 
vealed, the son of perdition ; 
ejcalteth himself above all tha 
that is worshipped ; so that he 
the temple of God, showiner 
God ' (2 Thess - 
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the Most High. Yet thou shalt be brought 
down to hell, to the sides of the pit ' (Isa. ziv. 

xa-iS). 

ziy. tS. * In the year that king Ahas died was 
this burden/ B.C. 736-7, when, according to the 
Assyrian Tablets, Tiglath-pileser died also, who 
had conquered and annexed Babylon. (Assyrian 
jlmnalst by George Smith.) 

'For the mystery of iniquity doth already 
work : only he who now letteth will let, until he 
be taken out of the way. And then shall that 
Wicked be revealed, whom the Lord shall con- 
sume with the spirit of His mouth, and shall 
destroy with the brightness of His coming : even 
him, whose coming is after the working of Satan, 
with all power, and signs, and lying wonders, 
and with all deceivableness of unrighteousness in 
them that perish ; because they received not the 
love of the truth, that they might be saved. And 
for this cause God shall send them strong de- 
lusion, that they should believe a lie ' (9 Thess. 
ii. 7-1 1). 

*• ' TAe stone of His kingdom of truth to lay.' 

* Thou, O king, sawest till that a stone was cut 
oat without hands, which smote the image upon 
hia feet that were of iron and clay, and brake 
them to pieces. Then was the iron, the clay, the 
brmsi, the tDvcr, and the gold, broken Xo ^\&ce& 



Biu>iu -.— (-11-J thp whole earth' (Us 

^TlK deslrosed ; and die togdom sha 

Sd m- .a' O— '»«"■■"■ ■"" " 
Stand for evpi ' (Dan, ii- 44)' , 

■ Therefam thus saith ih. U.'^ God Bd 
lav in Zian tor a. foundation B stone, a irwd 
layinu"" „„ nnnp a sure founda 

1 i ,„np ,>f the corner ' (Ps. cxvlrt. t 

,be bold Sim »'JS!_':f™„i,^,a,c 



11. 

»RD-SKETCHBS FROM NATURE. 

nt in the wilderness the myrtle-tree. '- 
ISA. XLI. 19. 
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MYRTLE LEAVES. 



/S THINE THE LYREf 

IS thine the lyre ?— the poet's lyre ? 
Has Heaven made thine heart 
Deeply and quietly desire 

All nature can impart ? 
Is it a home of sjrmpathies 

For simple and sublime? 
An urn of precious memories, 

Laid up from long past time ? 
Oh, never seek for wealth or power I 
Such heart alone is richer dower. 

• 

Is thine the lyre ? Does music's tone 
Come thrilling through thy breast, — 

Not with the gush of song alone, 
In m€iodiy expressed, 
71 
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Age in thy sight all winning seems, 
A poet's life has lovely dreams. 



Is thine the lyre ? I deem the shell 

Was in thy cradle found. 
Art can but imitate its swell, 

And mock its native somid. 
In early days, with weal or woe 

Unsought, its whispers came 
Unconsciously, with feeling's flow ; 

And still they come, the same. 
Through life alone thou ne'er canst wend, 
The lyre for thy familiar friend. 



Is thine the lyre? In still retreats 

Go I feed its sacred fire ; 
Forsake the din of crowded streets. 

Indulge thy soul's desire : 
She seeks the lofty and the calm. 

The beautiful, the old ; 
Aspires — and craves serene delights. 

Meet for her purer mould. 
But noise, and care, and common things, 
Are weights upon her Tad\axi\. mxcj^ 



There's not a heath so brown ai 
But moming gems with dew I 

Nor human lot so scantly £Eur, 
But to thy gifted view 

Shall yield some element of fire 

To touch thy heart, and tone th] 

Is thine the lyre? Then God, w 

To thee this gentle power 
To press ethereal essence out 

From many an unseen flower, 
Whilst for thy joy their odour fle« 

Claims that thy lyre should brl 
To Him who filled earth's lap witl 

Its tribute offering. 
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VOICES FROM THE SILENT SOD, 

ON SOME MOSSBS, PBRN8, AND MOSS - INSBCTS, 8BBN 
THROUGH A MICROSCOPE OP HIGH POWSR. 

IT was not all a tale of eld, 
That fairies, who their revels held 
By moonlight, in the greenwood shade 
Their beakers of the moss-cups made. 
The wondrous light which science bums, 
Reveals those lovely jewelled urns I 
Fair lace-work spreads from roughest stems, 
And shows each tuft a mine of gems. 

Voices from the silent sod. 

Speaking of the Perfect God ! 

Urns of beauty — forms of glory — 
Shapes with frosted silver hoary ; 
Cups of light, that pearls unfold, 
Set in transparent gauzy gold ; 
Lucid sprays of emerald dye. 
Could e'en an empire's jewels vie 
With all these groups of gems that burn 
On each separate frond of (eriv'i 
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I love your converse sweet, and lightsome play ; 
Yet better, better love to steal away 
At such an hour as this^ from mirthful tone ; 
At twilight's hXL I love to be alone. 



RAIN UPON THE MOUNTAINS, 
BEN CRUACHAN. 

KNOW ye the silence of the mountain-side, 
Before the douds that fleece its summit 
fiOl 
In silver showers ! only ^e rill doth call 
To warn the small birds in their nests to hide. 
Then is the sunbeam for a season fled, 
Then bursts the storm upon Uie harebell's head. 
And round about in robi of mist doth ride. 
That robe is rending— mark ! intensest glow 
Of colour on the shadowy crags hath birth ; 
The bow b bom upon the mountain's brow, 
The hues of heaven are rising from the earth. 
Grey cairns have caught the tone, and dark 

pine stems. 
The purple heather drips with iris gems ; 
Oh, fidrer for her frown is l^«Xux^% m\\^\ 



' 



YES ! thou art glorious, tl 
Thou cradlest all the ( 
breast; 
Her far-spread continents are 
Her isles thy playthings, whicl 
When thou hast worn thyself i 
Such as in Cesarea*s rocky wal 
Winning thy way round pinnae 
Into the crag's dark heart, w 

falls 
The foot of man, but while the 
And then, with broad and mi^ 

choirs 
Of sounding billows, in their sev( 
Pronounce all n^*^-^ ' 
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NATURE HATH STORE. 

NATURE hath store of ever new delights, 
For him who seeks her with an earnest 
love; 
Year after year she bids such votary prove. 
Whether he wanders o'er her mountain 
heights, 
Or treads her grassy vales, 
That she through hills and dales 
Can sense of thrilling joy to him impart. 
And by each wilding spray 
Along a woodland way, 
Hath power at will to touch and charm his 

heart. 
She wins him, if that heart be ill at ease. 
To lay it open to the freshening breeze ; 
Scatters awhile its feverish thoughts in air. 
And sends a sunbeam through its depths of 
care. 

Oh, Nature is a calm, sufficing friend I 

Yet fiay ! She hath at will no change of mood. 

No kindred feeling in her solitude. 

That with the f\ow of restless life may XAendi. 

F 



one smiles when w« 
Oft weeps when we 
The human heart still ne 
Much it receives of bliss 
Yet ever sues at Friendsl 
Sweet lore of woods an 

alone, 
Yet longs for fellow-hearts 

Where we have lingered ^ 

love, 

Do we not love to linger ye 

Albeit 'tis with a sense of S' 

As bright may heaven's arc 

The earth as green anc 

We yet find tv.;--' 



Theie be tome friends, the few, the &r between, 
Who have been changeleiB friends from youth 

totge: 
Eadi chequered portion of our pflgrimage, 
Their love has lighted with its lamp serene ; 

In sorrow's lonesome grot. 

Where others sought us not, 
They ever spoke sweet words of hope and cheer ; 

And the dark hour passed by 

In frill content and joy ; 
Do we not seek them— love to have them near ? 
In absence unfoigotten, life of life^ 
Spots of repose 'mid the world's fret and strife ; 
From time to time we clasp their hands below, 
And trust no separate bliss in heaven to know. 



THE PBAXL. 
THOUGHTS ON THE SBA-SHO&S. 

GO, find a friend, and where, oh where, 
Is found that ' pearl ' so pure and rare ? 
Not every shell the waves of life 
Cast in their lap of storm and strife. 
Affords the gem to be enshrined 
For ever in the constant mmd. 



Yet not in these ' the pearl ' dSOnie. 
Its rougher bed, its homelier cell, 
Let the deep gulf of Ormus tell. 

Go, find a friend ;^in early youth 

We dream the dreams of trust and tnili ; 

In every beauteous foiin we see, 

Look for the pearl conlidingty. 

Puiiae — possess — oud find there dirells 1 

No treasure in the empty shells. 

Go, find a friend ; — he is not found 
Always — where genius sheds around 
Its dazzling phosphorescent light, 
Like (hat which streaks the sens at nighl : 



1 



The PearL 85 



Go, find a friend, and first arise 
To Him the 'ark' doth symbolize; 
A friend in Jesus — ^who can need 
Aught other than the ' Friend indeed ' ? 
His fiivour found — ^the * Pearl of price ' — 
Make life His willing sacrifice. 

There may be hours of lonely pain, 
Which earthly love would soothe in vain ; 
Nor life nor death have shades too deep 
For Christ to watch the sufferer weep^ 
And gently dry each fidling tear. 
Saying, ' Fear not ! for I am here.' 

This Friend of firiends, if thou hast tried. 
For all thy need will still provide ; 
To Him His hidden cmes are known, 
Through every land His pearls are strewn ; 
Cast wheresoe'er thy lot shall be, 
Some will find fellowship with thee. 

And oh, when all these pearls are bound, 
Those meek, once suffering brows around, 
Each fitting here, in several way 
To crown Him on that glorious day, 
What matter how — what matter where — 
So they at last are numbcttOiVltiEt^l 



To the Rev. John Williams. 87 

Go where a hundred islets fair 

May lovelier subjects yield than these ; 
Mirror the mountain's cloud-like shades, 
And image Raratonga's glades. 

A hand your magic hues will spread 

Perchance, while evening streaks the west, 
Which beareth * life unto the dead,' 

From nobler toils awhile at rest : 
That heart each moment fain would seize 

Undying souls to seek and save. 
And sound through all those southern seas 

Tidings of worlds beyond the grave — 
Parting from Albion's summits hoar, 
For far Tahiti's palmy shore. 

God speed the ship — ^the ship of peace ! 

Let adverse winds in caverns sleep ; 
For her may storm and tempest cease, 

And angels watch her o*er the deep. 
At mom and even sacrifice, 

Through all our homes this prayer he 
poured. 
That ocean's isles may now arise, 

And bring their tribute to the Lord ! 
Singing the night of darkness past, 
MUlenaial morning davrns vA Wl. 



^ I,!, IHHSBA-SHOR 

"T^IS noon upon Die waters, 
X And harvest on the lea ! 
From the shadow of the sheavei 

Look cut upon the sea ! 
Where the fishing vessel glides 

White-winged unto its home ; 
And the far-off billow rides 

Each wave in silveiy (6am. 

Faint blue is all the heaven, 
Fair green is all the sea ; 

The sleepy violet shadows, 
How benutiful they be I 

The golden grain and shirine sanr 



Tia reftJy for the Earner, 
And this its song shall be, 

Ti* noon upon the waters. 
And harvest on the lea ! 



OCTOSES. 

OCTOBER'S linU are golden, 
Howe'er her skies be grey : 
A light Oa clouds can shadow. 

Attends her on her way. 
The forest glows when she hath passed, 

And touched its verdant leaves, 
As constantly streamed o'er its head 
The light of summer eves. 

Like thii the peace residing 

In hearts by Heaven renewed ; 
The gentle joys abiding, 

In souls to Christ subdued 1 
TTiongh life were all with clouds o'ercast. 

Faith makes perpetual doy ; 
The brightnes5 earthly suns ne'er e,nvc, 

Tbty cannot take avKj, 







7 


rlU Leaves. 


/ 


V EMBER. 
vember! dim and drear, 
r of the waning year, 
rf autumn shrouds 
rky clouds, 
red to the deep, 
n shadow sleep ; 
they touch the shore, 
r pride no more, 
irt his sombre slay 
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To the Ocean, 91 

Playfully pursue the lights 
Scattered on the nearer heights? 
Here in solemn depths conceal, 
Hiere in sunny breaks reveal. 
Spots which owe their fairy power 
To the magic of the hour, 
llius to me hath sorrow shown 
Comfort, else I ne'er had known 
Friendship's light, more lovely made 
By affliction's circling shade. 



TO THE OCEAN, 

BLUE vault of waters, vast and deep. 
Wide as another sky. 
How beautiful in noontide sleep, 

Thy giant billows lie I 
Unruffled space, and awful rest 
In Heaven's broad cypher on thy breast* 

Last night thy loud and angry roar 
Answered each solemn cloud. 

Sheet lightning to the trembling shore, 
Showing thee in thy shroud. 

The starless skies above thee spread^ 

Black 08 thine own 8epu\cYvT^\>tdL. 



Of Him who numbereth all thy waves, 
And fathometh thy million graves. 

That voice hath ne'er been hushed in t 

Except when thou wert spread 
All silent, shoreless, and sublime, 

A world beneath thee — dead. 
The ark — on gliding o'er thy gloom- 
Sole epitaph on Nature's tomb. 

The earth hath lords ; the peasant boa 

Of mountains as his own. 
But the wide sea, O God of hosts ! 

Belongs to Thee alone ; 
Nor man may print, nwc time may trac 



'i-kceoeeii-vr* r^r\ i 



ife /«Ti<i««rro1oee fne*t 



To the Ocean. 93 



Twin-bom of Time, a day shall be 

Of terror to the earth, 
When judgment-vials poured on thee 

Shall herald its new birth : 
The sea, like blood congealed, shall Ue, 
And all that dwell therein shall die.* 

This sinful world by thy dark waves 
Once cleansed and swept of old, 

More fearful baptism yet must prove, 
In Holy Writ foretold. 

Baptism of fire for seas and skies, 

Ere the * new earth * reveal^ lies.* 

Yet sure the glad millennial day 

Thy changM face will see. 
The glory when the isles obey ' 

The King of kings, O Sea ! 
And still beneath thy solemn waves, 
Unrisen hosts will find their graves. 

In after-time, with death and hell/ 
Thou shalt yield all thy dead ; 

And void before the great white throne, 
Shalt leave thy darksome bed. 

' Rev. xvi. 3. "a Pet. iii. 7. 

' ft. Uxxi, 8-10. ^ "Rtv. XX. i-i. 



£Jyn Cynfal, 95 



And, wondering, tread its giant stair 
In sunlight, when the heavens are fair. 

Short glimpses— else the waves possess 
The temple they have worn. 

And roll thdr loud and fonely bass 
Thro* the dark arch in scorn. 

As glorying that none shall share 

In their Creator's worship there. 

Oh, lavish wealth of power divine 
This wondrous world contains, 

Which, veiled as in this ocean shrine, 
Age after age remains ; 

And seemeth, in its shroud sublime. 

To link Eternity and Time. 



LLYN CYNFAL^ 
FESTINIOO, NORTH WALKS. 

WHEN the red thunder-cloud bursts on 
Moel-Wyn, 
Speed to Llyn Cynfal, nor heed for the rain ; 
If aglimpse of the torrent thy courage shall win, 
Thou'lt see it as ne'er thou mightst see it 
again* 



si sigh, or caught the 




Grief, 97 



GRIEF, 

* Sleep, that knits up the ravelled sleave of care, 
llie death of each day's life, sore labour's bath. 
Balm of hurt minds. ' — Machtth, 

Y£S» mighty master, sleep shfdl still 
' Knit up care's ravelled sleave \ ' 
And rest, too, in her ebon realms, 
Shall weary ones relieve. 

And still through all the quiet land 

The same soft waters stray, 
To lave the pain of aching limbs 

A little while away. 

But tell me not that sleep hath power, 

Or cure, or rest, or calm 
For the heart's wounds — that it should turn 

Their bitterness to balm. 

When all deep feeling's chords have been 

To last endurance strung. 
Till there might never further sound 

From the spent lyre be ■wtmtv^\ 
Q 
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The noise of waves upon the beacli, j 

The town's lar distant hum ; 
If e'er these airy heights they reach, I 

As wandering sounds must come. I 
But for tbe speech of passet-by, 

Or laugh of joyons child, 
The !atk alone is heard on higb, 

Trilling his matins wild. 

Where are the sweet St. Mavy's thoug 
I deem the laodscape's rest, 

The sunshine of this happy hour, J 
Pervades her gentle breast ; ^ ■ 

For e'en if auaht of care or pain ,^J 



Many Voices. loi 

And still they seek to muse His love 

Such intervals of peace — 
An earnest of that heaven above. 

Where strife for aye shall cease. 



MANY VOICMS. 

ON HEARING A 80STENBNTE PIANOFORTE* 
PLAYED BY ITS INVENTOR, A MUSICAL 
GENIUS. 

DORA I 'tis o'er ; those rich low tones 
Retiring^ virere the last ; 
The strain has died in the halls of pride, 
And the spell, like all things bright beside, 
With the passing hour is past 
Devotion's trancing swells. 
The distant vesper-bells. 
All melody and might. 
Lost in the quiet night 

"Tis o*er ; yet oft thb strun will steal 
Upon our evening dreams. 

* Th^ eflfect of this instrument is magicaL By the 
use of diflRsreftt pedals, it imtUtes every other to per- 
fection— trumpet, bugle, flute, harp, otiiuiu KaVos^ 
harp, etc 



Warbled as by a bird. 
Each thrilling tone anew, 
And memory owned it true. 

For music stood revealed that hour, 

Its science and its soul ; 
In cadence strong, with the voice of son] 
How the chords of glory rolled along ! 
Till forth each feeling stole — 
On ' trumpet ' blast upborne. 
Roused by the ' bugle-horn ; * 
Eager to rally round, 
Th' inspiring tide of sound. 

The wind is abroad — ah, we know 
Whenr.ft that Rin^h JEoWan came ! 



The Birchen Tree. 103 

The music of the spheres hath passed ; 

Mmgle sweet flute and lyre ; 
Unseen ye came, yet we know ye came, 
Tho' still th* enchanter sits the same. 
Did ages past aspire^ 
By pipes of varied kind, 
To sway th' immortal mind ? 
nU hath the triumph won, 
To blend their tones in one ! 



THE BIRCHEN TREE. 

IN ILLUSTRATION OF A BEAUTIFUL SKETCH 
BY A FRIEND ON THE SYDENHAM HILLS, THE 
SITE OF THE PRESENT CRYSTAL PALACE. 

OH, how I love to look upon this page 
Of Nature'sbook I and how I fear to trust 
The feelings which it wakes, unto cold words, 
Lest Poesy, which here in silence breathes, 
n utterance should depart ! 

A stilly nook, 
nookwhere stillness would alone have reigned, 
brightness had not come to be its guest, 
at fairy Tree, which hath itself beheld 
very self— true as in glassy \aiiL 
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The Birchen Tree, 105 

Sometimes defined, and sometimes indistinct, 
Like buildings in a dream. Thy pencil chose 
A point where summits softened into clouds, 
Seemed like blue sea ; and plains by sunbeams 

lit. 
Were as a lake's calm floor, reflecting heaven. 
With mimic islets, and soft shady shores. 
Such distance well contrasted foreground bold 
And broken ; underwood and wilding spray, 
And sparkling gem, full worth such careful 

setting. 
The one bright birchen Tree. 

I will not grieve 
To think this precious gift, this perfect skill 
To take possession of fair forms, and fix 
Rich tints before they fieide, hath not been mine ; 
This scene, to thee a new delight — for years 
Has had its living likeness in my heart, 
Making sweet summer there. 

Those dark green woods 
Were ever spread before my childhood's eye. 
And first I loved them as a child, because 
I saw them always from my father's door ; 
And then I loved them with a new wild love. 
As linked with youth's romance of varied hours ; 
Its radiant joys and sorrows, fencied real^ 
Had m/stical relation to l\vt^ ^*ftdA.'&\ 



MAure inan mere reality. 



And now in riper years, when earth i 
To be a wilderness, with all its charms, 
Seeking for rest, my spirit often pines 
To leave awhile the triflii^ vexing cro\i 
When it is raffled into feverish heat ; 
When it is stirred, and its smooth surface 
By change and care, I suffer it to seek 
The calm society of woods and streams : 
Their gentle whispers oft restore content. 
And hush repining. They are quiet frien 
Who never vex full hearts with idle questi 
But look in silence back their own sweet s 
And teach their own serene tranquillity 
To wounded spirits. 
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A letter from a Norwood Gipsy, 109 

On the tablet of your liands 
How the dark future stuids ! 
If the line of life be erost, 
And in line of death be lost ? 
Where the line of fortune tends? 
And the line of Venus ends ? 
Ah, long as maidens Utc^ 
They^ be fools enough to ^ve 
Whatever they can spare 
To know the shape and air 
Of him who^ ere my tellings 
In their heart of hearts is dwelling. 

Ob, silly, siUy lassie I 
If I told you, tdid you true ; 
You are^ thinking more of him 
Than he ever thinMs of jrou. 
Nay I the truth I will not say. 
For fidsehood wins the day, 
And no flattery— no pay I 

I really should not spurn 
Philosopher to turn ; 
But «8 the world is made^ 
Mine own's the better trade. 
For Fortune, ancient queen, 
Befriends ^y red dooLVi ^««ci« 



Yet all men seek her sdll. 
And so they ever will ! 
The wisest fain would leara 
What next her wheel will turn. 
And manhood's brow of pride^ 
That flings charms and spells asit 
Hath yet its 'golden dreams,' 
Hath yet its 'magic schemes,' 
More wild than most of min^ 
In hieroglyphic line. 

My wand is here to-day, 
You have only now to say 
That you fain would study more 
Of my cabalistic lore. 



The Home of the Shark, 1 1 1 



THB HOME OP THE SHARK. 
AN OCBAN VIYARIVM. 

A MONSTER'S home, and yet no dark- 
some den, 
He made his palace in an ocean glen, 
Most fair, and far retired in southern seas ; 
And SUfia*s isle in the old Hebrides 
Rears not its arch of basalt from a floor 
So richly paven. 

The same sun doth pour 
Into the depths of each lone cave his ray, 
Waking to crimson, 'violet, gold, and grey, 
The solemn grandeur of their fretted walls, 
As is his wont in Neptund^s secret halls. 
And those alone. And the same moon at night 
Filleth their silence with her silver light ; 
Piercing the smooth green waters that have 

found ' 

A place of rest, in rocky ^rdle bound. 
I ken the wealth of Staffit, but I deem. 
More like the scenery of a fairy dream. 
This nameless cavern. 

From the roof de^exvdvt^^ 
Loiilg stalactites^ with pesitly i|^\ii\A^«&c.^xv^\^^ 



As in enchanted slumber. Here from ro 
Of crimson coral, springs a feathery shoo 
Of v^etable life — tall, delicately fine ! 
And to the surface tending ; there, entwin 
In tracery round each rocky point, a net 
Of fibres of all hues, in which is set 
Ofttimes the ocean fan. A column shaft,- 
The pale green stem of fuctis,^-doth enwaf 
Another ocean plant, with broad leaves spr 
Across a rocky arch. While, drooping red 
From shelving ledge, a thousand more impin 
A Nereid's bower ! and 'mid such verd 

fringe, 
Arauna, Teira, Cheotodon, straying. 
With silvery vest, and stripes of azi"-'* •"'' * 
People the roi^^ - 



Columbus to the Indian, 113 



COLUMBUS TO THB INDIAN. 

* In thb gnat aum's fint voyagt of diiootwy, 149*, 
having ssplond St Salvador and Cuba, 1m was pro- 
canding to Hayti, when die ^tup oreriook a tingle 
Indian in a canoe. Hehadameremanelofbnadand 
a calahath of water, with a ttrfng of glass bead*, such 
as they had i^ven at St Sahrsdor, showing he came 
fimn thence, and was probably pasdng from island to 
Uand to give notice of the sh^ Cohunbus admired 
the hardihood of this simple voyager, aiaking such an 
estensive expedition in so frail a baifci Be took him 
and Us canoe on board, fid him, and landed him with 
abundance of presents.'— X|^^C4r£rilis^AtfrCW!M»^ia, 

HAIL to thee, kindred spirit, the fearless 
and the free 1 
Alone and tmattendedy tracking the ocean sea. 
From fiur thy little bark I have anxiously 

espiedy 
A qpeck upon the waten^ and now. thoa*rt by 
my side. 

As the 'white men from heaven,' thou hast 

heard of ns before^ 
That string of beads was bronght firom a dis- 
tant island shore \ 
» 



Columbus to the Indian* 1 1 5 

Ah, who of all my civilised, of all my dastard 

train, 
Had ever dared, as thou hast done, to plough 

the unknown main ? 

No ; they are cold and heartless, their ardour 
ever failing ; 

And ever, at the thought of ill, their woman- 
courage quailing ; 

While at me the darts of treachery and mutiny 
are hurled ; 

Though guiding them to conquest and posses- 
sion of a world I 

Thott art one of the noble few to be found in 

every clime, 
Whose daring intellect outstrips their dark 

and bigot time ; 
Who in joy, but most in sorrow, by land or 

on the sea. 
Do ever hold communion, and such I hold 

with thee I 



■^ 



The Queen's Visit to the City, 117 

Whilst here and there the cold grey stones, in 

their massive contrast, rose 
To the warm tints of moving life, and all its 

glittering shows. 

The sun looked down for one brief hour, as in 
joy on sight so fair, 

The three estates of England's might, in con- 
cord meeting there : 

The Queen has passed confidingly through 
her proud city's wards ; 

No need of warriors round her, for her people 
were her guards. 

How the dark war-horse paws in peace and 

gentleness the ground ; 
Nor tramples on the wild glad throng, who so 

fearless stand around ! 
Whilst his rider's lance but flashes back the 

glory and the glow 
Of the scarlet and the silver, of the ebon and 

the snow. 

They led thee to the banquet-hall, fair Lady 

of the isles. 
Where gold and gems were laNV&VvftA^ Va Vjfc- 

seech thy gracious smAt^ \ 



Then £uries lit thy |Mogf e ss hooie^ 

palace of thj sires, 
Thy name was gleaming eveiywhere, in 

bat hannless fires ; 
The scdemn dome of <dd St. Panl*s^ in j 

ii^ splendoms drest^ 
Had raled his own dim majesty, to gi 

fi^algaest. 

And ere that night thy crowned head 

the pillow of its rest. 
How many thoughts, Victoria, most 

stolen through thy breast ! 
In thy mother's arms a moment wa 



The Queen's Visit to the City* 1 19 

To warn, to guide, to comfort thee, in thy all 

too anxious way, 
That early weight of care, I deem, she lifts it 

as she may. 

And there is One, beloved Queen, thy God, 

and hers indeed. 
Who has strength for all thy weakness, and 

wisdom for thy need ; 
The welfare of these glorious realms. He has 

laid it in thine hand, 
Elntreat His guidance where to move, and 

entreat it where to stand. 

Thy reign hath a bright b^;inning, and 'mid 

faction's strife and rage 
Fear not, — thou art on the threshold of a fair 

millennial age ; 
' God grant thee grace and glory,' was thy 

sainted father's prayer,* 
And to cast thy crown in Heaven before Him 

who reigneth there ! 

' An interesting evidence of the Duke of Kent's de- 
votional feelings is recorded by a friend, who writes 
thus : ' Two or three evenings previous to his visit to 
Sidmouth, I was at Kensington ¥«^aLCl«\ vdA ^wccc<i 
tuing to take leave, the Ihikt \tv\\tMi\fc^\w\&Niv^ ^^cax 



iJU/dWUKTH'S PO] 



ON ITS RSnntN FKOM THK STUDY OF MS. C M. 
WHOM IT HAD BSSN LBNT FOR A MONTH 

WELL^ Wordsworthy and so here 
art again. 
My joy and treasure ! Since we parted. 
Have met none like thee^ Nature's p 

Declare 
What welcome has been given thine ezce 
By him to whom I sent thee ? — Reverenc 
Has genius paid to genius ? 

I should see the in&nt Princess in her cot ;addiii] 
it may be some time before we meet again, I ; 
like irou to see the child, and give her jrour ble 
The Duke preceded me into the little Frinoeis's 
and on my closing a short prayer that, as she bi 



A Discourse with Wordsworth, 121 



Wordsworth. 

A welcome slight ; and reverence not at all ; 
Why did you send me ? He did not invite. 
Nor has he understood. Why wished you me 
To breathe such leamM air? and how could 

you 
Expect me to receive reception better, 
As not being written in Greek, or in Black 

Letter? 

Master and friend, — I pray, forgive thy 
pupill 
' He has not understood ! ' I sent thee, sure, 
To one who aught he chose could understand. 

Wordsworth. 

He did not choose, then, to understand me, 
Not being an old book ; and he hates modems, 
One and all. E'en my outside pleased him 

not; 
And for the spirit that doth in me dwell, 
He did not seek it ; 'twas not worth his while : 
He only stalks with Milton's majesty. 
And cannot stoop to note lhe^t^\^i3^\staA^'^ 
Ufc*8 daily path. 



Wordsworth. 

All the worse for that 
In his eyes, — Popery, I find, he hates ; 
And e*en conformity in least degrees, 
Down to a gown and bands! Nopulpit-cv 
Indeed for him. ' Wood and the word ' ] 
In politics we two should never meet ; 
How dreamed yon that we should? 

principles 
He calls, — /, prejudices. 

I sent thee not to him for Politics, 
But for the sake of holier Poesy ; 
His converse with the spirits of old time. 



A Discourse with Wordsworth, 123 

For sunbeams here and there, among the 

steeps 
Of lofty science, such as thou hast made 
For lesser minds, amid life's daily cares. 
Couldst thou not win him to thy mountain 

haunts. 
With voice of rills? what, not with thy 

•Recluse' 
Could he find tranquil sympathies? 

Wordsworth. 

At least 
He would not ; for more sweet than mountain 

air. 
The noxious fragance of Virginian leaf 
He deemeth ever ; and its fuming wreaths 
Compose him to serenest meditation. 
He hath no need of me. 

Thou hast not tried thy moral power on him ; 
He loves simplicity, and kindliness 
Of nature meets in him with kindliness 
Responsive. Thou dost 'love each living thing, 
And every flower that blows' — the last and 

best 
Accomplishment of greatest m\xvdk&\ "ft.^ ^s.^'S 



III. 



Itis tLeabes; 



OR, 

DOMESTIC P0BM8. 

' Ivy Leaves in Germany are much used to adorn 
the interiors of happy homes, and among 
these are found from time to time Orange 
Blossoms twined for inmate after inmate ere 
each in turn departs. The May Blossoms 
are Rhymes for Children.' 



in 



IVY LEAVES. 



THE OLD HOME, 
ON LEAVING A RESIDENCE OP MANY YEARS. 

CAN any kindred band depart, 
Unheeding, from their place of rest, 
When years have made the sheltered nest 

Warm to the heart ? 
Albeit another home be found. 
Will not the hearth once circled round 

Still live in memory's chart? 
For love, like Ivy, oflenest twines 
In freshness o'er forsaken shrines. 



The home where human hearts have shared 
Succeeding scenes of joy and care, 
Ah I silent things have voices there I 
It oft hath fared 



. .wuicmoered nower or tree. 
With an old friendship's sympathy. 



Yes ! some can ne'er foiget that her 
First-loye was nursed of bud and bd 
And first in nature found a spell. 

Which, year by year. 
Has strengthened in the enthusiast so 
Its power to brighten and console ; 

In grief to soothe and cheer. 
And crown the cup which pleasure br 
With sparkling drops from purest spri 



And set apart in this dear hom' 
Some sTin^" "" 



The Old Home, 129 

Friendship hath made, amid these bowers, 
Its sweetest music to our ears ; 
Kindled our hopes and hushed our fears, 

In bjrgone hours. 
More fondly still, remembrance broods 
Over those cherished solitudes, 

Which will no more be ours. 
And oh, it hallows all the ground. 
If here the Pearl of price was found I 



Where melted first the heart of stone. 
Where first was sought the ear of Heaven ; 
Where peace was felt, and sin forgiven 

By blood alone— 
The soul subdued must gladly raise 
Its lowly hymn of grateful praise ; 

And ever love to own 
How fire by night, and cloud by day. 
Have guided since its onward way. 



The fire upon our altar dies ! 
The traveller's staff is in our hand, 
And girded to depart, we stand ! 
Here let there rise 

1 



. MMxci aua a 1* riend. 

Who ne'er shall change till time shall er. 

And will that Father still bestow 
His blessing when our hearts are glad, 
His comfort when those hearts lore sad, 

Where'er we go ? 
Then calmly forward may we press, 
Nor fear to meet the bitterness 

Of any lot below. 
In hope that we at last shall rise 
To homes enduring in the skies* 



The Christmas Tree, 131 

' We meet ' — ^that most pleasant word it saith ; 
' We meet ' iKith a joyous love and faith ; 
A household once, although scattered far 
To homes of our own, as others are ; 
' We meet/ erewhile in this hour of glee. 
Our darlings dance round the Christmas Tree. 

Happy the hour ! for the Tree is set 
On a F|ither*s hearth in his vigour yet, 
And a Mother's eye with hb, can smile 
On dearest treasures restored awhile, 
Whom she reared of old with the care and zeal 
Which now for their own beloved they feel. 

Happy the hour ! for the year hath past 
On to its dose ; and no stormy blast 
Of sorrow deep, or bereavement drear, 
Hath swept o*er the whole wide circle here ; 
Where the lowering cloud had cast its shade, 
More precious the after light was made. 

To those afar, who mix not in the glee 
That circleth around the sparkling Tree, 
Our love up-springeth, as true as if here, — 
All joy to each through the dawning year ! 
May it bear beneath its yet folitd Vvcv^i^ 
His Mieiiing, which b\euel\v aW. o^tx S!cCvcv^\ 



jj ° "• passing iij 



The Year of Release, 133 

'Twas God's year of release and of liberty, 
When the weary might rest, and the slave go 
free. 

'Twas thus, 'twas thus, in the world's young day, 

With the chosen race, now cast away ; 

It shall be thus in Christ's coming reign, 

When rebel Judah is bom again. 

The hard heart of ages, with anguish torn, 

Shall ' look upon Him whom she pierced, and 

mourn ; ' 
And then, her long night of rejection and scorn 
Pass away in the breaking millennial mom I 

As yet the Jew hath his birthright spumed, 
The Lord hath long to the Gentiles tumed ! 
We tread the path that the fathers trod ; 
'TIS a progress marked and watched of God ; 
And we bend our knee, and we lift our eyes. 
To the God of the wide world's families. 
Who calls us this day, in His love and His 

peace. 
To honour and welcome the year of release. 

vb I parents dear, and made yet more dear, 
s departeth each successive year ; 
liose presence soothes in the hour of pain, 
hose sympathy ne'er is so>3i^\. vciNtibsv^ 



V f AWAA •... . 



A mother's prayers when those years bej 
As a sure defence before ye ran ; 
God heard her prayer for her only son. 
And early taught him to raise his own. 
Life hath not been to thee a stormy sea. 
For the blessing of Heaven hath followed 
^Vhen tempest, or peril, or wreck the 

feared, 
By thy mother's God how thy way hat 

cleared I 

Leaning throughout on a mighty arm. 
So guarded and sheltered, safe from ha 
From the strife of tongues, and of evil : 
'* ^- — -^'rnJn and apain. 



_ The Year of Release, 135 

With smttes review, yet bedew it with tears, 
The map of the mercies of fifty years ; 
With here a record, and there a stone^ 
To be read by thee and thy Shepherd alone ; 
Thy treasure of Time that remaineth shall be 
Afresh dedicate onto Eternity. 

And di that the blessing which sure is thine, 
May never, dear fiither, depart from thy line | 
May none be missing when God shall daim 
The men who have loved and honoured His 

namel 
Each son and each daughter to thee ever given, 
Mayst thouhumblylead to thy Father in heaven, 
Saying, 'Lord, hiereareallredeemedbyThylove, 
All those whom Thou gavest me numbered 

above,' 

This day— 'tis a Pisgah in Time's broad waste. 
We dare not, we wish not, to pass it in haste ; 
As on the hill-brow with our parents we stand. 
We gase with desire on the Promised Land : 
This steep, in God's strength, they have safely 

gained. 
In gentle descent may they still be sustained t 
May riches or losses, the smile or the rod, 
Bid Of each love and tra&l m o^ lai^^x^ ^q.^\ 



Ms tfxuuicr I my name is a sacred i 
It hath e'er been predons in f< 
years; 
Bat it never fell with so sweet a claim 

On my ear, so moving my heart to teai 
As it does in this year, whose dawn hath s 
On the sunny brow of our aztm dear child 

For his little life is an open page. 
Where I read the debt which to thee is 

How countless and nameless the tender c 
Which thou hast forgotten, and I scarce k 

Can I feel the love which he needs from i 

And not turn to the past, and think on th 

'Tis sweet to trace to its earliest birth 



To my Mother on her Birthday, 1 37 

Thou hast tireless stood, e'en when danger 
tried, 
And watching had wearied all else but thee : 
I felt in thy step, and heard in thy tone. 
The comfort that comes from a mother alone. 

Thou hast touched the brow of the hill of time, 
Thou hast set thy face to the vale of years : 

And for me, who have yet that steep to climb, 
And to meet the hosts of its hopes and fears. 

How oft thou'rt seeking to smooth the way. 

And warn of thy slips in a former day ! 

A» the upward path I am toiling along. 

In this world where joy without care is not — 
Weeping sometimes—but oft too with a song 
* Of praise to Him who so mingles our lot : 
May God grant me grace to my child to be 
The friend that my Mother has been to me ! 

The burden and heat of the day have worn 
Thy once gay spirits to sober tone ; 

May those thou hast nurtured in youth and 
strength 
Never leave thee now to thy load alone I 

'Twere bliss if to thee I one pain could %^^te.^ 

Or so/len one sorrow, or W^lttv ^iw^ ^"w^- 



Be it mine to point thee where sonu^u^ w ^ 
Awayfrom earth'sshadowsthysonltoenga] 
Beyond and above the small tronbles of tun 
May love lead us together in fi^it sublime 

There's a world to which, in the days of ok 
Thon hast often guided my diildhood's e 

Let ns gaze from a£ur on its gates of gold. 
By the glass of faith bring it daily m^ : 

And oh, in that world, ever side by sid^ 

My Mother, may thou and thy child abide 



'^n THE SAME, 



To my Mother on her Birthday, 139 

And five swift rolling years have fled 
Since last, I think, I sang or said, 
How mother's love in heart of mine, 
More closely bomid my heart to thine. 
What further can I sing or say, 
Bat this, with added love, to-day? 

Time, Change, and Death — those mighty 

powers. 
For ever on earth*s fairest bowers 
Inscribing 'Ichabod,' have riven 
From as no gift that God had given ; 
And yet He multiplies the store : 
Oh for glad hearts to praise Him more 1 

In years to come, how fondly back 
Will memory scan life's present track I 
These summer eves, so bright and still ; 
These sunsets fair, o'er stream and hill ; 
These waving trees, those brilliant flowers : 
This rich repose, so fully ours ! 

Nor sooner shall reflection tire 

Of thoughts on the glad winter fire ; 

The blazing logs that flashed on tiles. 

Like the large hearths of Gothic piles ; 

And the wide circle meeting there^ 

Eve's pleasant conveise cXos^'vV^ v^^l^'^' 



And deem (or them no iowca«u^ 

Can darken, on this sinlal earth. 
Now travailing for noUer birth ? 

Here, oftentimes, onr h<q>es of joy 
Meet in fruition sadi alloy, — 
A cload so dark, with sullen dye^ 
Can gloom athwart the purest sky. 
That earth's most sheltered vales v 
We own the power of woe and sin 



li 



But yet in prophecy appears 
A day — ' As of a thousand years ; 
A day remaining to the Lord, 
And clearly imaged in His word, 
- /^iirUt upon the earth shaJ 



To a Brother, 141 



TO A BROTHER 
ON HIS COMING OF AGE. 

WHAT garland, dear one, shall I weave 
for thee 
On this thy natal day? No skill is mine 
To twine for thy young brows a classic wreath 
(The Grecian laurel springs not in our vale). 
Small clustering cares and joys, of household 

kind. 
Do now oft fetter, too, my woman's heart, 
From roving as it did in times of old : 
But yet the sight of thee, and erst the sound 
Of thy fraternal lyre, have touched the strings 
Of mine, long silent ; and it must pour forth 
A few fond notes of welcome and of love. 

My brother, thine has been a thoughtful youth — 
A youth of deeper thought than most men's 

age— 
And still, with all thy philosophic lore. 
Thou hast a poet's heart — a sympathy 
With all things beautiful, a happy power 
To cull from nature and Itoxcv tomxcvavv\\Vi. 



The din of traffic, and the paths of gain. 
For holier things than these — that thou m; 

prove 
* Wise to win souls ' from the wide realms of, 
We touch on solemn times : division, chan 
Disruption, mark the world's advancing ag 
And I oft ponder on thy destiny 
Amidst it all, young asph*ant, with prayer 
That God, who hath bestowed rich gifts 

mind. 
And turned that mind toward Himself, i 

keep 
Thee lowly at thy suffering Saviour's feet. 
And fill thee with His Holy Spirit's power, 
Then use thee as He will.— 



To a Weeping Child. 143 

Will we foiget thee^ and with thonghts of thee, 
The cahn retiring light of summer eves 
Shall ever mingle at the hour of prayer. 

And noW| fiurewdL May covenant blessings 
rest 
Upon thy head in manhood's ripening years t 
Earth's honours are bat tinsel in thy sight ; 
111 wish ihee gifts from heaven. Ife'erthyname 
Fame's trumpet echo in our quiet dales, 
listening^ we will not love thee more than now. 



TO A CHILD W£BPING AT ITS 
MOTMBKS KNEE. 

CHERUB!— we watched thy blue and 
laughing eyes, 
Grave and more grave, with growing ardour fix 
On her, thy Mother y and we saw thee press 
Near to her side, and nearer, as the tale 
Thine infant feelings touched, of deep disgrace. 
And fear that waits on crime, by urchin known 
Young as thyself; and then there came sweet 
words 




of pardon, such as taolUeis only graat, | 
And kiss of love, by love alone denied I 
And thou couldst bear no more — the quii 
Came tricldiDg, and would come, )' 

brushed away 1 

In shame, and hidden by the little handi J 
AJown thy dimpled cheek. I 

Ah, weep, Eiveet d 
Wc ne'er so loved thy smile — thy joyonsa 
There hath sprang up within thine hearl d 
A fount of lender feeling, pity's own, i 
And memory o'er it seeks to raise a shrine 
On may it flow for ever, till a tide 
Of wide pliilinthropy, noiseless and deep, 



To a Brother Emigrating. 145 



TO THE SAME BROTHER 

ON HIS LSAVING ENGLAND FOR AUSTRALIA. 

THOU goest — ^where ? departing one, 
Thy mother's loVed and youngest son 
About to cross the southern deeps. 
To a dime that wakes while Europe sleeps. 
In that young oontuient of hope. 
To seek for effort wider scope, 
'Which now beneath her island skies. 
The crowded fiitherland d^es. 

Thou goest — ^where? afar, alone ; 
Aflfection, still to boding prone. 
Fears that thou oft shalt need die care 
Of kindred ; wishes thee a share, 
'Midst brethren not compelled to roam 
To win the dear delights of home ; 
Paints at the thought of distance dim, 
And weeps to pour thy parting hymn. 

The snow is on our summer-seats, 
Frocen and chill the yale's retreats ; 
Ifigh piled the logs on winter-fires, 
And when their genial blszit Cl;:^vt«^ 
_____^^ K. 



Ivy Leaves. 



And spring comes forth to walk the wood 
Thy spirit from the pathless floods 
Shall send a sigll towards home, while m 
Go (otth in spirit unto thee. 

Yes, we shaU miss thy footfall light, 
Bewail the ' uncle ' gay and bright. 
Who came at suiumer eves to tell 
Of aU that in the town befell ; 
Recall the mirthful days of yore, 
Days of the undivided ' four,' 
Whose ringing laughter peals around 
'nic board, our graver voices drowned. 




To a Brother Emigrating, 147 

With thee and us will still abide 
The memories of that mountain-side : 
Be Lough Rigg Fell, and Langdale Glen, 
Our watchwords till we meet again ! 

Home*s spells are on thee, and where'er 
Thou goest, we follow thee with prayer : 
We know not what temptations may 
The vigour of thy faith assay ; 
May make the wrong the right appear, — 
Show thee thyself, and bid thee fear : 
The enemy of souls we dread. 
But trust in Christ our living head. 

God speed thee o'er the ocean's breast, 
Provide thee fellowship and rest. 
In many a fold across the deep, 
Known to the Shepherd of the sheep ; 
And 'midst awaiting whirl of change. 
Succession fast of faces strange. 
May secret converse with thy Lord 
Daily support and strength afford ! 

Once we were nine, one hearth beside. 
Though now north, south, and west abide 
The links of the far-severed cha.m\ 
StUl weal or woe, and joy ox "^sCva. 



1 Hough birth or death were pass! 



Still one in thought, and one in h< 
Well cast thee a bright horoscope 
Go, mark the wonders of the deep 
In seas where branching corals sw 
Let Nature all her gifts impart. 
Sunrise and sunset tonch thine hea 
And, ga^ng round thee, feast thint 
On flowers and stars of southern si 



If there should chance thy path to < 
Some sad heart suffering pain or lo 
Be to that heart a friend in need. 
Point it to Christ, ' the Friend indc 
Make known the Stm*"**- *-- " • 



On a Fifteenth Birthday. 149 

And with experience richly fraught, 
And wisdom for thy manhood taught, 
Return, redeem thy youthful vow, 
Be to us dear as thou art now ! 



TO G. F, \V. 

ON HIS FIFTEENTH BIRTHDAY. 

THE world lies all before thee. 
Thy childhood's dreams are o'er ; 
Life, like a sunlit sea at mom. 

Tempts thee to leave the shore. 
Thy little bark is trimmed with care, — 
A mother's love, a father's prayer. 

The favouring gale implore ; 
And crave that Heaven will kindly guide 
Their treasure o'er the treacherous tide. 

Hope lightens o*er thy brow, 

Joy dances in thine eyes ; 
Nor cloud nor shadow makest thou 

Along the horizon rise. 



Has made some oarK luce mme ics prey 



This, time erewhile shall teach thee ; 

Life will not pass away, 
And leave the rose-lights of thy lot 

Fresh as they are to-day. 
As yet, the world is bright and strange 
When it is full of care and change, 

Then turn thee back, and lay 
Thine hopes and fears alike to rest. 
Upon the hearts that love thee best. 



How did a sister hail 
Each kindling of the soul, 



On a Fifteenth Birthday. 151 

Yet, if I prayed to read 

The folded roll of fate, 
It would not be with pride to mark 

Thee noble, rich, or great : 
Nor should I hope to read thy name 
Enshrined upon the page of fame, 

But pass to heaven's gate. 
And gaze into its temple fair. 
To see if thou hadst entered there I 

Beloved I — ^wouldst thou choose 

A guide unto that land, 
Whose voice the winds and sea obey ? 

Behold Him, waiting, stand I 
It cannot be that blush of shame 
Crimsons thy cheek to own His name. 

Oh, dasp His piercM hand I 
Then part in peace ! Such aid divine 
Be evermore to thee and thine. 



-O- 
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• !• or wonder faine I wolde her s 
So mokle it enchanted me. 
That when I saw her on a mon 
I was warished of all my sortov 
Of all day after, till 'twere eve, 
Methoughten nothinge might n 

SOME grace of outward forn 
Thus waked the harp of e 
'Tis crumbled long to dust, I w 
And lives but in this deathles 
The chiselled lip, the vermeil d 
The liquid eyes, whose lustro 
Could once beyond expression s 
Have sated now the worm's c 

But. O mv Sisf-er. vA«fpr.Av/» 



Another Joins our Pilgrim Band, 153 

Like a young Urd encaged and bound, 

It late had struggled to be free ; 
But Satan clasped its fetters round. 

Till Jesus whispered, 'Come to me ! ' 
And now it seeks His li^^ter yoke, 

Its wings ai« fidn to soar above ; 
The spells of pride and doubt He broke, 

For He is power, and He is love. 

The ancient master of the lyre 

Had longed his queenly fiur to see. 
But ne'er so fervent his desire 

As ours for day like this to thee. 
There's one in heaven, my predous child. 

Who early left a world of sin ; 
Ohy how that brother would have smiled 

To mark thy Christian course b^n 1 

Thou scarce his image mayst retain. 

Thou knewest not his soft, dark eye. 
Playing beside his couch of pam, 

In curly-headed infancy I 
*His baby,' oft he named thee^ ere 

God called him to his heavenly home ; 
And he wiU welcome thee wheiit^tx 

Tboa also to that rest sVaXY come. 



Of prayer gone ap at eventide 
A £a.ther oft hath prajred su 

Nor is a mother's hope deniec 
And I would daim a sister' 






it 
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Another joins our pilgrim ban 

Another heart is set on higl 
Another drawn by grace to st 

Apart from earthly vanity ! 
Another owns the Pearl of pr 

The balm for all life's vario 
The light that leads to Paradi 

ITie good which the void h< 



V. 
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TX^ First Marriage. 155 

Tean tremble in thy softened eye, 

As grieved for sin thy spirit feds. 
The tears that Jesus loves to dxy, 

The grief that Jesos gladly heals. 
Seek Him in silence day by day, 

Go, softly wallc in fiuth and prayer ; 
Lead others in the narrow way, 

May all thy kindred meet thee there I 



759 J, B. W. 
ON BIS MARRIAGE, MAY 1837. 

A PAGE this mom doth open lie^ 
New in onr household's history ; 
No record light of infimt years. 
No tale of childhood's sndles and tears : 
With deeper, tenderer theme it bums, 
An eager hand that record turns. 

My brother I yes, we haste to meet, 
With bridal hymn, and welcome sweet, 
The hours which all thine hopes CuX^l \ 
A momtat only turn thee al\\\« — 



Back to our K^. 

TTioti art, amongst ns all, die 
These earliest liolis of life to I 
This fliresbold tbon wik cross 
To feel 'tis home as beretoibri 
For now another bearth shall 
Fairer and dearer onto thee. 

Thy lightsome step we woul 
Speed on the wings of joy a 
Go, win thy yoong and bio; 
Without thy Mary at thy a' 
The lay of love we will no 
It wakes for thee alone ni 



■»■«■ hM 



snother h 



The First Marriage, 1 57 

Thy father's hearth will lonely be 
At first, without thy smiles and thee ! 

See the kind beams in friendship's eye, 
As all thy bright young train pass by ! 
Most whom we love are here ; but say, 
Does holier presence grace the day ? 
And seek we Cana's Guest Divine, 
To turn the water into wine? 

One reverend head, whose crown of snow 
Is in the quiet grave laid low. 
Had oft foretold how holy bands 
Would in the future join these hands ; 
Unseen, perchance he lingers near. 
And ministers an angel here. 

His way to heaven he meekly trod, 
BelovM, choose your father's God ; 
Nor from your fathers' altars turn 
Without a living coal to bum. 
When bending at Jehovah's throne. 
Ere long ye humbly raise your own. 

As yet no cloud around ye lowers. 
Your earthly path is strewn with flowers ; 
May every bloom with beauty life 
Be WAfered by the stream ol VVLe, \ 
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To the Bride of a Missionary, 159 

To some the page of life unrolls, 

Nor fixes them afer, — 
The daughter, though a wife, consoles 

Parental hearts that are 
Towards her as fondly tending stiU, 
As hearts parental ever wilL 

Yet not to all — such mingling loves, 

A missionary's bride 
Forsakes for him her heart approves, 

Severed by spaces wide : 
' Home, firiends, and country,' sister dear, 
With thee we thus are parting here ! 

Didst thou for gold on travel speed 

To India's clime of fire. 
Though pearls and rubies were thy meed, 

I could not tune my lyre 
To bid thee pass in gladness on, — 
It should but wail that thou wert gone. 

*Tis not for gold ! A track of light 

Is on the dark blue sea ; 
Go forth, thy Master doth invite, — 

That track is marked for thee : 
The balm of Gilead to bestow. 
Messenger to the heaillvetv, — ^o \ 
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aid to the Bride. i€i 

rrom our sight, 

ciicle bright, 
missing then. 
43 maj rest in clajr, 
U low M they. 

01 here or there, 

ve and love; 

who win most louls, 

im above. 
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ID TO THE BRIDE. 

blessing love will breathe, 

r thee to-dsy I 

r will friendship wreathe, 

lyful way. 

' shall twine thee chaplet 
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With each ^ad smile to greet tbee as a 
Mingles a tear to miss thee from my skU 

The day hath dai^i^ed — a ^itterii^ tr 

Have trod 3^011 hallowed aisle ; 

And when the son shall rise again. 

Thou and thine own sweet smile 

No more shall greet me at thy father's < 

And I shall fed thoa art mine own no i 

Mine own no more—our separate wa; 

Henceforth through life we take ; 
Somewhat thou wilt of bygone days 
Remember for my sake. 
To me, my heart's own friend, thy gent 
Te iinL-A/l wifh all the happy dreams of 



The Bridesmaid to the Bride, 163 

And yet I have not loved thee best 

For thy lyre's thrilling sound ; 
More precious still the quiet rest 
In thy calm spirit found. 
Affection's trust and love's serene repose 
In free glad converse with the heart it knows. 

The few have marked thy modest worth, 

The many knew thee not ; 
One, dearest now to thee on earth, 
Seeks that thou share his lot 
Forgive me that mine eyes with tears are dim ; 
Go, pour thine heart's deep treasures out for him. 

Go, cheer him with thy beaming smiley 

The halcyon of his nest ; 
Go, charm with every gentle wile 
The haven of his rest. 
Be more to him, if more thou yet canst be, 
Be more to him than thou hast been to me. 



I 
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I HAD a harp in days of 
With few and simple ! 
I never dreamed 'twas shad 
With £a,bled Muses' wing 
Apollo lent no classic fire. 
It was a wild and homely h 

It hung beside my father's < 
And as Afiection swept 

Its chords iEolian, variousl 
It warbled or it wept: 

Meeting with sad or joyous 

The mournful or the festal \ 

Now to a cot I call my owi 



••^v^^*^ 1^ «« 4>^ J !<««*« 
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Bridal Chimes, 165 

It mingles in their joys and woes, 

With sympathies untold. 
And now and then the harp will break 
Its wonted silence — ^for their sake. 



This bridal day divides and binds 
With solemn vow and seal, — 

Two loved ones from the kindred bands, 
Who have been wont to kneel 

One altar round— it must divide, 

To bind them to each other's side. 



Now welcome to connubial state, 
Brother and sister dear ; 

Ye enter it with hope elate. 
Chastised by holy fear. 

When bridal glitter wanes away. 

Deeper and tenderer feelings stay. 



Tis not a path so thomless found, 
As hope unchastened dreams ; 

Yet oh, how fair its measured bound 
To hearts united seems ! 

For sin subdued, and self denied. 

Can make it bliss, wVi&lci^^i\)OL\^^« 



I 
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Ivy Leaves. 



Go, pluck each flower that strews your 
God bids them blossom there, — 

Fair seeds, and few, fram Eden's bom 
Lefl in this world of care. 

If thorns stall wound, His love cao hei 

That love both briet and flower reveoL 

For you, may every fleeting year 

But faster knit these ties 1 
Suffering can each to each endear. 

And train ye for the skies. 
And joys, those joys together known. 
Will doublt all ye felt alone. 




The New Home. 



167 



irest cup is dashed with gall, 
streak its brightest sky ; 
it it prove the Christian's a//, 
'er his soul should fly, 
he cup of heavenly bliss, 
for brighter skies than this. 

our cup, and bright your sky, 

1 ; blessings be 

d's bounteous hand hath showered, 

mt, choice, and free — 

all reach Heaven's sacred shore, 

1 of blessing,' need no more. 



THE NE W HOME. 



VNT and bright the flower-strewn 

the bridegroom leads the bride 
home in fair array, 
her there in love and pride I 
t shall prompt a bridid lay 
ch home awails lo-^'d.^. 



vviu> urcaiuiug iruiu luc lanuscapc 

Where lake-like river, far away, 
Received the sinking orb of day. 

Blue distant hills and rich champaign 
The site commands, and, wondrous 

The railroad sweeping o'er the plain,- 
Man's giant march o'er Grod's wide 

Beyond, the Thames on its broad brei 

Cradles the wealth of East and West 

And oh, how fair in nearer view, 
The village spire, the dark wood si< 

The smoke of hamlet curling blue, 
The old grey tower that elm-trees fa 

Such tranquil scenes have softening p< 
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And hoe, netiioMi^ Hmm ahaU unfold 
IM% wisa^finSL page ^ joys and cares, 

For thaie ymtg fawurtt of loving mould, 
Dear diUdieii of tbeir fitlwri* prayers : 

Hera a new altar riie to ]ieaven» 

For aU Uie gifta theis God hat ghren. 

Here mi^ tniy leam to know ue I/nd, 
And ftel Bb Spiiit'a iaiaenoe high ; 

May fiile their honaehoid by Hia word, 
And walk widi HIa eonfiding^y ; 

Chaitiaed In omr^ fay liie tod. 

If Uiey Ibnakf their fiktfieit* God. 

And if moat dear tbe eartiily Joy 
Badi In die otiwr^a heart ahall find, 

*Twin notUi^ of thai bliaa destroy, 
To taale it with a heavenly mind t 

The happiest home b bat a tent 

To pi^rfana on their journey lent 

We wdoome thee with earnest heart, 
Sweet sister, thy new home to grace ; 

Thy smiles, fiur more than aught beside, 
"WSi shed a brightness round the place 1 

In summer waUcs^ by winter fires, 

We picture thee widi g\ad d«teA. 



Thou com'st to fill in pan u«^ 
Made by our scattering wide and far ; 

Ten years ago we numbered nine, 
Divided now, as others are ; 

But one or two will soon remain 

In their old home^ of all the train. 

From time to time, in mingling glee^ 
Our father's hearth in turn receives 

Each branch once severed from the tree. 
With added graft, and shoots and leaves 

Nor yet hath any bitter root 

Unto that hearth borne bitter fruit 



So, ever parting and renewing. 

Are the frail links of earth and time ! 
May every change to each ensuing, 
^!ire them for that purer clime. 
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A Famify PietHre. 



A fAMtlS PICTURE. 

WE saw Ihcm riabg, one by one, 
As years went (Icetiog by ; 
Saw each from infancy's soli night 

Dpe childhood's laughing eye. 
We saw them beat, with dancing /eet. 

The gteenswatd in their play, 
When life wm to their gladsome hearls 
One long fair summer's day. 

niqp twclled into ft innwrou band, 

Hedunln tbcy anmbered tai i 
No (liaft of death, nor ftU diteu^ 

Had morion to dkem then : 
God (pared them to the anzioiu hopes 

Of thoM who loved them best~ 
Of thoM who now &am hope oi fear 

Fw enr take their reit 

They grew together, dtarinK all 

"Hiat joy or woe might bring ; 
The fbnntain of their IlTcawai filled 

Fnan the tame bItci t^ns^-. \ 



On a Fifteenth Birthday, 151 

Yet, if I prayed to read 

The folded roll of fate, 
It would not be with pride to mark 

Thee noble, rich, or great : 
Nor should I hope to read thy name 
Enshrined upon the page of fame, 

But pass to heaven's gate. 
And gaze into its temple fair. 
To see if thou hadst entered there I 

Beloved I — ^wouldst thou choose 

A guide unto that land, 
Whose voice the winds and sea obey ? 

Behold Him, waiting, stand ! 
It cannot be that blush of shame 
Crimsons thy cheek to own His name. 

Oh, clasp His piercM hand ! 
Then part in peace I Such aid divine 
Be evermore to thee and thine. 




A Family Picture, 



If pinching poverty be known, 

Then every day hath cares, 
And few the thoughts from pressing wa 

The heart to others spares. 

Ah I who can tell the thousand ways, 

By which disunion creeps 
Among the loved of former days, 

While old affection sleeps I 
But two or three of all the ten 

Meet as they did of yore. 
And some there are who scarce would i 

If they should meet no more 1 

The father with his whitened hairs. 

The mother's eye of love, 
In realms of bliss, they do not see 

This scattering from above. 
They drew all round them while they 1 

They hushed each petty ire. 
And water cast on kindling sparks, 

Ere they could rise to fire. 

Not thus should break life's dearest bor 
Not thus should union cease 

'Mid those who journey various ways 
To the same land oi p^o^^. 



nSm Rim who dwells in heai 

If angels made abode with us. 

All sinless, calm, and pure. 
How would thfy meet the daily brunt 

That men fram men endureP 
With patience lirelesa as its need, 

With pardon, constnnt, mild, 
And tic'er with bitter words would be 

Him who reviled, reviled. 

Enough — T never sec a group 
Around their father's door, 

But I think how time may sever (hem 
When he shall be no more. 
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OR, 

RHYMES FOR THE CHILDREN. 



APRIL FOOLS, 

SUGGBSTBD BY A DBBP SNOW ON THE FIRST OF APRIL. 

WHEN spring was abroad, one last of 
March, 
She met with two urchins looking arch. 

Sauntering together to school ; 
And she heard of the glorious trick they had 

planned 
Against Master, who's alwa3rs so grave and so 
grand, 
To make him an- April FooL 

It entered into her frolicsome head, 
By the same small imp of mischief sped, 

Who all merry children rules. 
That, just to divert her for four or five hours. 
She would mask like winter, and frighten the 
flowers, 

And make them April Fools. 



Tke First Marriage, 155 

Tean tranbie in tliy aoftened eyc^ 

As grieved lor sill thy iqpiiit £ed% 
The lean that Jesus loves to diy. 

The 1^ tint Jesos gladly heals. 
Sedc Him Ift sile&oe day by day» 

Go^ 9o61j walE in fiiith and piayer ; 
Lead otheis in the nanow way» 

Bdqr sll ^ hindred meet thee 6iere I 



7X>y.B.W. 

ON BIS MAERIAGSy MAY 1837. 

APAGjB this mom doth open lie^ 
New in onr honseliold's histoiy ; 
No ncord li^t of infimt years, 
No tale of diildhood's smiles uid tears : 
Widi deqper, tenderer theme it bumsy 
An ei^er hand that record turns. 

My bfolher I y esy we haste to meet, 
With bridal hymn, and welcome sweet, 
The hoars which all thine ho^es €tiM \ 
A moment only tarn Cbeie sftSCLi — 
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Thou art, amongst us all, the first 
These earliest links of life to burst : 
This threshold thou wilt cross no more. 
To feel 'tis home as heretofore ; 
For now another hearth shall be 
Fairer and dearer unto thee. 

Thy lightsome .step we would not stay, 
Speed on the wings of joy away I 
Go, win thy young and blushing bride 1 
Without thy Mary at thy side^ 
The lay of love we will not pour, — 
It wakes for thee alone no more. 

Another heart, another hand 
Is added to our circling band, 



The First Marriage* 157 

Thy father's hearth will lonely be 
At first, without thy smiles and thee ! 

See the kind beams in friendship's eye, 
As all thy bright young train pass by ! 
Most whom we love are here 5 but say, 
Does holier presence grace the day? 
And seek we Cana's Guest Divine, 
To turn the water into wine ? 

One reverend head, whose crown of snow 
Is in the quiet grave laid low, 
Had oft foretold how holy bands 
Would in the future join these hands ; 
Unseen, perchance he lingers near. 
And ministers an angel here. 

His way to heaven he meekly trod, 
BelovM, choose your father's God ; 
Nor from your fathers' altars turn 
Without a living coal to bum. 
When bending at Jehovah's throne. 
Ere long ye humbly raise your own. 

As yet no cloud around ye lowers, 
Your earthly path is strewn with flowers ; 
May every bloom with beauty rife 
Be watered by the sttewtv ol\^!L^ \ 



g to the Wmter, 179 



to thine icebergs away 1 
breezes come freely play ! 
•jy leaflet and blossom, 

ith, of thy frowns afraid, 
fingers have over them 

: were thine I 
of the pine ; 
:y grey and dark, 
iring lark I 
do thou let alone, 
d keep to thine own. 

le, with icicles fringed ; 
:n velvet with buttercups 

lamonds, and mine is of 

t lingered so long in my 

ow, with my sunbeams and 

inds to greet 
: dancing feet, 
1 merrily bound 

tV\TOXVt WO>\TV^\ 



Til feir sbc. oaw! t 



'£ thee, old diurl ! 
^u^l fold md faA ! 

IS shroud 1 



The Spring to the Winter, i8i 

And now for warm showers 

To cherish my flowers, 

Till all glowing they burst, 

As in Eden at first ; 
1*11 breathe o'er the world in a day. 
And send tidings to every spray. 

word, as thou fliest, I whisper thee still : 
u shalt not return at thy mischievous will 
;>eril one bud that in me doth confide I 
lou shouldst for an hour, to thee is denied, 
iges to come, what to me is allied. 

Nor e*er thy dark train 

Will I broider again. 

Or hem it with light 

By my snowdrops bright. 
Usurper I thou rulest no more ! 
My kingdom, my kingdom — restore I 



OS low as they. 

Weep nol for this, or hi;re or there, 
One Lord we serve nnd love ; 

Most blessM those who win most souls. 
To dwell with Him nbove. 

His kii^om come, on life's fair slioie, 

Nor death nor distvice part us more. 



TI/£ BRIDESMAID TO THE BRIDE. 



HOW mwjy a bleislne love will brcatlic, 
De«rest, for Ihce to-day I 
With m»ay » Bower will friendship wreathe. 
And itrew thy joyful way. 
Friendship and Love Bhall twine thee chaplct 

bir. 
And thou wilt cherish evcrj \.i\Wu:'CvA^^ 



Primroses, 183 



Such a sight ne'er seen before, 
Plucking till we could no more, 

We had primrose fill ; 
Fair, large blossoms, each the other 
Fairer, larger than its brother. 

Lured us farther still. 

Guessing not our rude employ, 
Gazing up at us with joy. 

Every primrose bland ; 
Till, recalling poet's faith. 
That *e*en a flower enjoys its breath,* 

I stayed my cruel hand. 

Change unto the eye was none, 
All the thousands blooming on, 

Ne*er their neighbours missing : 
Scarce a sunbeam marked the wrong, 
Down the hazel-wands among, 

Where he each was kissing. 

Mary ! avaricious grown, 
Let that queenly root alone 1 

Hist ! I heard it say, 
' Here a lone wood-life it lingers, 
Better die by fairy fingers : * 

Bear it then awa^ \ 



v*«. 



Droop in flocks «teww. 
Where the axe the oak has laid. 
And green moss its couch has made^ 

They are blushing found. 

Violets ! both white and blue. 
Hearts will ever dance for you. 

In the hedgerows wild ; 
Listen not with envious ear. 
If, on this day of all the year. 

Primroses have smiled. 
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The Birds in May, 1 85 

Had scatteied In flodcs over meadows and 

locks; 
VHule the oomitry loimd mui o'erflowing with 

sound. 

The hawk he winked with his eagle eye, 
And he said to a nettle which gv^ hard by, 
<We11 take tiiis wJtcJht, and well teach him 

aright, 
To carp and to sean* and to find in man 

All the fimlt he can. 
For the jroath is sharps and his looks are 

avchy 
And by rights he should have been bom in 

Itoch. 

Fkom this day forth his wit shall be 
SpaikUng and piercing in keen degree ; 
Farther than most this boy shall see ; 
He shall wear a sting, and prove early wise, 
And the world shall be foolish in his eyes.' 

I do not know what else to bestow 
This pair intended, for ere they had ended, 
All the birds beside against them cnsd V 
The A>hia dared, and the gpld&SiODL ^^^ 
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Ol Uiv. ^ 

The merry brown linnet saw ^- 

The thrush could not rest in her woa 

nest. 
Nor the cuckoo forego her claim to besto 
On the day of your birth, the stamp of mi 
And each wee thing, that was bom ii 

springs 
Said you were theirs, that they saw in 

eye 
Something that shares in gladness and y 
And they bade it beam kindly and ofte 

blindly, 
Where the hawk would have had it ref 
And sent you on happier quest, ins 

whatever was best 

— " «»nd worth, sprinkled 
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his jingle; its aim has been 

prove only friendship and 

oath, I desure to remain, 
ruth, yours ever, L. N, 
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^NER'S INQUEST, 
TND DROWNED.* 

1 graced a garden's bound, 
three butterflies 'found 

)f yore was known 
I in that font of stone ; 
\ riven, his font was dry, 
e holden in memory, 
lower of passing rain 
isser birds again : 
mer the insects spied, 
mic dep\.\vs lYve^ ^\^^\ 



The New Home, 



Earth's Surest cup is dashed with gall, 
Clouds streak its brightest sky ; 

Else might it prove the Christian's ally 
And ne'er his soul should fly, 

To taste the cup of heavenly bliss, 

And seek for brighter skies than this. 

Yet fair your cup, and bright your sky, 

Beloved; blessings be 
On all God's bounteous hand hath showcr< 

Abundant, choice, and free — 
Till ye shall reach Heaven's sacred shore, 
And, ' full of blessing,' need no more. 



L 



THE NE W HOME, 

PLEASANT and bright the flower-strc 
way. 
By which the bridegroom leads the bride 
To her new home in fair array, 

Shrining her there in love and pride I 
The thought shall prompt a bridal lay 
To those such home avf^Vs Vo-^'o.^. 



A Coroner^ s Inquest 189 

They waked each l»rd from its midnight rest, 
To summon its aid in their amdoiis quest, 
The cause of this fell mischance of death I 
Did any recdye the parting breath? 
Had a naughty gnome on the maige that played, 
For mischief their merry wanderii^ laid ? 
Or was it that the oooodted elves 
Had caught the reflection of themselves 
In the still waters' treacherous face, 
Deceived, as are others of ^eir race* 
VTho^ frantic worshippers of fire^ 
For love of light, in flames expire? 

Could a boding dream, in evil hour. 

Have come o'er them with malignant power 1 

Sear leaves of Autumn did they dread 

To be whirled upon their dying head, 

In an eventide of lurid red? 

So thought to 'scape such stormy time, 

By dying with summer in her prime? 

* Forea^t like this,' the fairy said, 

' Was an organ not in a butterfly's head.' 

Perchance they deemed, from existence past, 
That life in all varied forms could last : 
And remembering how their wings of gold, 
m a ilmy shroud could to\d« 



I 
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w as never yet an insect s crime. 

One gloomy guess remained beside ; 
\Yas it of broken hearts they died ? 
The jurors twelve, the car forsaking 
Of their bright queen, were then bet 
lliemselves to each enchanting Fair, 
To ask if she the tvrant were 
That urged the wretched to despair] 

There come a hushed, disdainful sou 
From all the wakened flowers aroon 
The lily tossed her lovely head, 
The white rose blushed in anger red 
The balsam, with her hundred dyes. 
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A zephyr's privilege they craved, 
Scorned as it scorned, to be enslaved ; 
Gloried that neither bud nor bell 
Held elfin charm, or muttered spell. 
Their stray devotions to compel. 
The flowers replied, Go wander free, 
Our heart's deep love is not for ye ; 
We keep it for the constant bee. 

Titania sought no more to prove 
That her butterflies had died for love. 

What final verdict they had found, 
I know not ; it was lost in sound. 
Betiding the approach of mom. 
A gnat's reveille of humming horn, 
He was the Fairy's bugler bom. 
The flitting of the shadows gray, 
The coming of the streaks of day ; 
They waited only till they heard 
The first soft chirping of the bird ; 
Key-note of that inspiring strain, 
Which night alone will hush again. 
Off in a fright the fairy flew, 
The jury all adjourned. — Adieu! 
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1 {■AMILY PICTURE. 

WE saw Itiem tising, one b^ one, 
As years went fleeling by ; 
Saw cBch from infancy's soft night 

Oi>e childhood's lauEhing eye. 
We saw them beat, with dancing feet. 

The ETecnsward in their play, 
When life was lo their glddsome heurls 
One long fair summei'a iJjiyi 

They swelled into a numerous band, 

Methink; Ihey Dumbcred ten \ 
No shaft of death, nor fell disease, 

Had mission to them then ; 
God spared them to the anxious hopes 

or those who loved them best — 
Of those who now Irom hope oi fear 

For ever lake (heir test. 

They grew together, sharinE all 
That joy or woo might bring ; 

The founlflin of their lives was fiUed 
From the same silver s-^im^-. 
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IB WITH EARTH. 

.h earth : the hour is nigh 
inga here below — I die ; 
:, this labouring breath, 
osing round — ire death j 
1 is weaibg thin, 
ind is breaking in. 
k in this troublous sea ; 
but faith in Thee. 

irth ; the feat is past — 
nd of my Guide at last ; 
le this robe of day, 
it, is hid awiy ; 
the lomb and shroud, 
in yon shining cloud, 
»irM bourne, 
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I have done with Earth. 197 

I have done with earth — sad earth — farewell I 
I shall not behold what prophets tell ; 
Thy time of deepening woe and gloom, 
Impending curse and ripening doom. 
For it draweth on — the awful hour, 
The last and worst of Satan's power ; 
But from his 'great wrath ' I go to rest, 
In calm repose, and on Jesus' breast. 

I have done with earth — with the beauty rare 
Which circles its thousand homes so fair ; 
With its mountain ranges, valleys lone. 
And with all the bright sun shines upon. 
It hath many caves and dungeons deep. 
Where God doth mark how His children weep ; 
And where He in flaming fire will make 
Inquest for blood, for their dear sake. 

I have done with earth till the blessed day 
When I see it new, in fair array ; 
Till I come again in the countless train 
Of the King whose right 'twill be to reign. 
When that I now give to the grave to hide^ 
Shall awake ' incorrupt and glorified ; ' 
Vf ay mine unclothed spirit accepted be^ — 
\y Lord and Saviour I 1 s\et^ Vcv'tViftfc% 
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April Fools. 



177 



But ik^g^ looked half modett, while drooping 

their heeds 
AU meekly down on the eptikUng bed% 
Low at the vale^i sweet lOlesl 

The young leaves whispered their wild amaze, 
And asked each other what sunbrifi^t days 

Had tempted them ont at all ; 
And the sleet leU &st on the Uackbird's wing, 
Though we heard him, trying to think it was 
springs - 

To his mates hi melody calL ^ 

Pale fear into every primrose crept, 
Whole purple violet households wept, ^ 

And shrank in wild affright ; 
While nectarine and peach, in the utter gloom, 
Were showering in haste their untimely bloom, 

AU throu^ the bitter night. 



Flies had been flitting, and musical trill 
The robin had uttered by wood and rill : 

We had hailed the yellow moth. 
On the rough wind's jmiions his death-sigh sped. 
For his delicate winglets soiled and dead — 

Fairiei^ O Spring I were wroO\\ 
M . 
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' Dtad and Gout.* 199 

To Iheir last long home and tbeic tiindred 

dust. 
To abide till tlie coming again of liie just. 
She cnlcretli nut at tlie opening door, 
She gracetli the family board no more. 
We weep as we gjic on her vacant cliair, 
And tlie acliing void we can hardly bear. 

She is (lend and gone 1 gone (a.r away, 
For the spirit is not with [he buried clay ; 
Scarce a sigh attended its flight sublime, 
WiiCT it rose and escaped from the triHes of 

No lengthened sickness — no conflict long,— 
Her hope was humble, her faith was strong ; 
In one silent night was the passage made, 
And Jcsas was with hei — lo solace and aid. 

She is dead and gone 1 she is dead end gor.e 1 

In the darkened house, oa a Sobbalh morn, 

Her children mourned ; while she, more blest. 

To a wondrous region a[ light and rest. 

In ingels' arms was carried on high, 

Just as the murmurs came floating by 

From a thousand temples of praise and prayer, 

To the courts above ; s\»« e«.ct«Aft«;i<;. \ 
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The Spring to the Winter, 1 79 

Away» theiiy ftway, to diine icebeigs away I 
And let me and my breeies come freely play ! 
We must fim every leaflet and blossom, 

delayed 
In its prisoning sheath, ol thy frowns afraid. 
Ahl thy sear blae fingers have over them 
strayed! 

Bads never were thine i 
Save those of the i^e ; 
Nor thy sky grey'and dark, 
For my soaring lark I 
My treasures— do thoa let alone, 
I pray tiie^ and keqp to thine own. 

Thy maiitle is ermine, with icicles fringed ; 
Leave me the greoi velvet with buttercups 

tinged; 
Thy sone is of diamonds, and mine is of 

flowers. 
Ah, met tiioa hast lingered so long in my 

bowen, 
I shall never, e'en now, with my sunbeams and 
showers. 

Have garlands to greet 
The young dancing feet, 
Which will merrily bound 
My bright throne atoxm^ \ 



* Dead and Gone,^ 20 1 

Fresh footsteps will tread each familiar floor, 
And the places that knew us shall know us no 

more. 
Let a mother's sweet image, remembered in love, 
Now made like to her Lord in the mansions 

above^ 
Be our circlet of union,'though scattered abroad, 
Till we join her again in the presence of God. 

' Yea, blessed the dead who have died in the 

Lord,' 
Who have walked on the earth by the lamp of 

His word. 
Whose light hath so shined with unvarpng 

beam. 
That glory through them hath been given to 
Him : 
Epistles of Christ, 'both in word and in deed, 
\^hich the righteous have prized and the 

thoughtless may read, 
iey are'gone — they are gone — to receive their 

reward ; 
\, blessed the dead who have died in the 
Lord. 



The Spring to the Winter, 1 8 1 

And now for warm showers 

To cherish my flowers, 

Tin aU glowing they burst, 

As in Eden at first ; 
rn breathe o'er the world in a day, 
And send tidings to every spray. 

One word, as thott fllest, I whisper thee still : 
Thon shak not return at thy mischievous will 
To perU one bud that in me doth confide 1 
If thon shouldst for an hour, to thee is denied, 
In ages to come, what to me is allied. 

Nor e*er thy dark train 

Will I broider again, 

Or hem it with light 

By my snowdrops bright 
Usurper I thou rulest no more t 
My kingdom, my kingdom— restore I 
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Where are the Fathers ? 203 

Only from sorrowing friends erewhile to crave 
A seemly folding for the quiet grave. 

Then swelled along the vale a mournful sound, 
Low dirge-like voices met the moaning tide — 
Of such as wandered near a funeral mound ; 
And opening its dark door, the grave replied, 

* Here, with his household lay him side by side ; 
The calm remains are mine ! and thus I claim. 
In years to come, whoever owns his name/ 

That silver head was seen by men no more ; 
Yet ere the solemn chamber closed, a ray 
Fell from the skies upon its mouldering floor : 
God, writing with a sunbeam, seemed to say, 
So its Redeemer shall reclaim this clay 
At His last advent' in eternal light. 
To win the kingdoms of the grave, O Night ! 

* Where are the fathers? ' to our homes returned ; 
One is gone from us to serener spheres ; 

We miss the light which long amongst us 

burned, — 
Miss the sweet influence of those elder years. 
Sorrow oft looked on him and dried its tears ; 
Vnd hope and joy have lost their kindly friend, 
/hose tempered age with each could bear 

and blend. 
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Such % sight ne'er seen before, 
naddng till we could no more, 

We had primrose fill | \ 
Fair, laige Idossoms, each the other 
FaiieTy laiger than its brother. 

Lured US fiirther stiU. 

Guessing not onr riide employ, 
Gadng nj^ at ns with jojr, 

Everjrpriauoee bland ; 
Till, recalHi^ poe^s faith, 
That *e'en a flower enjoys its breath/ 

I stayed my cmel hand. 

Change nnto the eye was none^ 
An the thousands blooming on, 

Ne'er their neighbours missing : 
Scarce a sunbeam marked the wrong, 
Down the hazel-ivands among, 

Where he each was kissing. 

Mary! avaricious grown, 
Let ^hat queenly root alone ! 

Hist I I heard it say, 
* Here a lone wood-life it lingers. 
Better die by fairy fingers : ' 

Bear it then away \ \ 
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And green moss its couch has made. 
They are blushing found. 

Violets ! both white and blue, 
Hearts will ever dance for you. 

In the hedgerows wild ; 
Listen not with envious ear. 
If, on this day of all the year. 

Primroses have smiled. 
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The Birds in May, 1 85 

Had 8cattei?ed In flocks over meadows and 

rocks; 
IVhile the ooimtry found was o'eiflowing with 

sooncL 

The hawk he winked with his eagle eye, 
And he said to a nettle which gr^w hard by, 
<W^ take Oiis wigjht, and we*U teach him 

aright. 
To carp and to sean, ftnd to find in man 

All the findt he can. 
For the jonth is shatp» and his looks are 

And by ri^ts he should have been bom in 
Itoch. 

From this day forth his wit shall be 
Sparkling and piercing in keen degree ; 
Further than most this boy shall see ; 
He Shan wear a stingy and prove early wise, 
And the world shall be foolish in his eyes. ' 

I do not know what else to bestow 
This pair intended, for ere they had ended, 
AU the birds beside against them cried 1 
The loUn dared, and the g|C»Vd£yXLOcw ^-dx^ 



The Ihrush could not rest ii 

Nor the cuckoo tango her dai 
On the day of your birth, the s 
And each wee thing, that wi 

spring. 
Said you were theiis, that the 

eye 
Something thai shares in gladne. 
And they l»de it beam kindly b 

bUndly, 
Where the hawk would have ha< 
And sent you on happier quest 

whatever was best 
Of goodness and worth. "■--' 
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w forgive me this jingle ; its aim has been 

single, 
\x Jasper, to prove only friendship and 

love; 
r in age as in youth, I desire to remain, 
affection and truth, yours ever, L. N. 



— — 



A CORONER'S INQUEST. 

'FOUND DROWNED.* 

^i a vase which graced a garden's bound, 
There were three butterflies 'found 
drowned.' 
ettered eagle of yore was known 
lave his wings in that font of stone ; 
t his chain was riven, his font was dry, 
d its use scarce holden in memory, 
:ept when a shower of passing rain 
j;ht fill it for lesser birds again : 
:h lake of summer the insects s^ied, 
i ah, in its mimic depl\\s l\vt^ ^\t^\ 



The Burial at Sea. 



And manhood lent his sinliing (rame 
All aid its need might claim : 

All loved to shield his droojniig head, 
And watch his dying bed. 

Dark night was o'er the sea, and loud 

The wmter's wind did rave. 
When we laid our little favourite 

In his deep sea'gnive. 
Oh, mournfully the vessel's bell 

Tolled out the funeral Icnell 
That gathered us around his bier; 

In evety eye — a tear ! 

The ship was rocking in the blast, 

Chill fell Ihe ram and fast 
On eveiy head unsheltered there. 

And on the book of prayer. 
The whistling wind and rushing sarge 

Mingled in fitting dirge, 
Hut drowned the solemn words they said 

Over the quiet dead. 

The captdn signed Ihe moment come 

To grant the greedy deep 
One treasure more, till day of doom 

In its vast caves to sleep. 
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>ird from its midnight rest, 
in their anxious quest, 
ill mischance of death ! 
; parting breath ? 
ne on the marge that played, 
merry wanderings laid ? 
conceited elves 
lection of themselves 
treacherous face, 
thers of their race, 
uppers of fire, 
Q flames expire? 

;am, in evil hour, 

em with malignant power ! 

imm did they dread 

Q their dying head, 

urid red? 

)e such stormy time, 

mer in her prime ? 

is,' the fairy said, 

t in a butterfly's head.' 

smed, from existence past, 
ted forms could last : 
how their wings of gold, 
roud could (o\d, 



I 



-^nn, 



te 



^fte. 



''""'er'sbiddS ""Wore; 
y '^ comfort find p' 
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A zephyr's privilege they craved. 
Scorned as it scorned, to be enslaved ; 
Gloried that neither bud nor bell 
Held elfin charm, or muttered spell, 
Their stray devotions to compel. 
The flowers replied. Go wander free. 
Our heart's deep love is not for ye ; 
We keep it for the constant bee. 

Titania sought no more to prove 
That her butterflies had died for love. 

What final verdict they had found, 
I know not ; it was lost in sound. 
Betiding the approach of mom. 
A gnat's reveille of humming horn. 
He was the Fairy's bugler bom. 
The flitting of the shadows gray. 
The coming of the streaks of day ; 
They waited only till they heard 
The first soft chirping of the bird ; 
Key-note of that inspiring strain, 
Which night alone will hush again. 
Off in a fright the fairy flew. 
The jury all adjourned. — Adieu I 



\ 



MABGARBT. 
' Dcfpw nut one of these lillle ohl' 

THEV sit beside their newly dead, 
And weep such solemn tears 
As only loving parents shed, 
When all the care or years. 
With that sad silent watch, is o'er,— 
Their child will need them never more. 

Last night they knew not 'twas the last. 
They smoothed the restless bed. 

And fondly hushed the plaintive wail— 
' Oh, make me well ! ' she said ; 

Their Heavenly Father heard the moan. 

And to Himself the child is gone. 

In iheir own chamber, still she rests 

On her low couch. So fair, 
That many a day their hearts shall hoard 

That calm sweet presence there ; 
Their angel-child, with whom Ihey rise 
Daily from earth towards the skies. 



IV. 



M 



I 
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CYPRESS LEAVES. 



/ HA VB DONE WITH BARTH. 

I HAVE done with earth : the hour is nigh 
When to all things here below^— I die ; 
This fluttering pulse* this labouring breath, 
And the shadows dosing round-^are death ; 
The veil ot the flesh is wearing thin, 
And the world beyond is breaking in. 
SaYC^ Lord I I dnk in this troublous sea ; 
I have nothing left but faith in Thee. 

I have done with earth : the fear is past — 
I've grasped the hand of my Guide at last ; 
And I care not where tlus robe of day, 
As my spirit drops it, is hid away ; 
No terrors now, in the tomb and shroud. 
With angd-guards in yon shining doud, 
I rise to my long-desirM bourne^ 
The rest in Jesus, whence none return. 



How sweet wiium ix*v. . 

To sounds of the spirit- world I wake ; 
I'm hushed to the din that mortals make : 

Lord t in this hour of mystery, 

1 have nothing left but faith in Thee. 

I've done with earth, and its nearest ties : 
I've faith to think Thou wilt hear the cries 
Of those who looked to me as their stay. 
Who weep bereft on my dying day. 
My tender Father will wipe their tears ; 
My gracious Saviour will hush their fears 
We're clasping the same Almighty hand. 
We meet again in the 'better land.' 



'^ Vovp rlorif^ imfh 



/ have dime with Earth. 1 97 

I luiTe done with earth— sad earth— farewell ! 
I shall not hdiold what prophets tell ; 
Th J tfane of deepening woe and gloom, 
Impending corse and ripening doom. 
For it draweth on— the awful how; 
The last and worst of Satan's power ; 
But from his 'great wrath' I go to rest. 
In calm reposci and on Jesus' breast. 



I hive done with earth— with the heanty rare 
1¥hich drdes its thousand homes so fi&ir ; 
Vnitb its mountain ranges, valleys lone^ 
And with all the bri^t sun shines upon. 
It hath many caves and dungeons deep, 
Where God doth inark how His children weep ; 
And where He in flan^g fire will make 
Inqjnest for blood, for their dear sake. 

I have done with earth till the blessed day 
When I see it new, in fiur array ; 
Till I come again in the countless train 
Of the King whose right 'twill be to reign. 
Whdti that I now give to the grave to hide^ 
Shall awake ' incorrupt and glorified ; ' 
May mine nndothed spirit accepted be^ — 
My Lord and Savious \ 1 i\t«|^ Vti*tVktft« 



Isabel. 3)9 



Then mmt yield hei np, fond Mother, to her 

ereiliistiiig rest. 
The one that nestled nearest, llie sweetest and 

the best I 
How swiftly snapped — the tinjr chains of daily 

loving cores, 
And the little seven years' muden passed on 

beyond thy prayeis 1 

Passed on into the heaven of praise — gone up 

befoce the throne, 
Tbrongh rows of burning senkphim, the child 

hath sped alone ! 
No white-robed elder her forbade — bat silent 

made her room, 
Kejoicing for the little one, whose Lord hath 

called her home. 

So lay the peaceful clay • cold form in its 

white coffin fair. 
And dress it with earth's fading flowers, but 

never think she's there ; 
For day and night, in realms of light, thty 

strve, as saith the word,' 
Our Edith, Margaret, Isabel, are ' present 

with the Lord.' 
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ong home and their kindred 

coming again of the just. 
: at the opening door, 
family board no more, 
gaze on her vacant chair, 
void we can hardly bear. 



gone t gone far away, 
not with the buried clay ; 
tended its flight sublime, 
nd escaped from the trifles of 

lickness — no conflict long,— 
umble, her faith was strong ; 
;ht was the passage made, 
^ith her — to solace and aid. 



gone I she is dead and gone I 
. house, on a Sobbath mom, 
jumed ; while she, more blest, 
region of light and rest, 
was carried on high, 
nurs came floating by 
i temples of praise and prayer^ 
jovc ; she eTv\.cttA. ^^x^. \ 



side. 
She patiently waits with the ransomed. 

Bride : * 
Till shortly her Lord to His kingdom shall cg 
And His saints, in their glorified bodies, the 
Of immutable pnnnise shall reckon and re 
And ' to govern the nations ' arise from ^ 

sleep. 



. I 



Fare thee well, O beloved I 'tis bitter to j 
Thou wert noble in mien — ^thou wert gen 

heart; 
Thine age in its beauty remembered shall 
For life's reverend autumn was lovely in 
With the gold-tinted leaves from the eartl 

hast past. 



.»_*. 



* Dead and Gone,^ 20 1 

x)tsteps will tread each familiar floor, 

; places that knew us shall know us no 

re. 

other's sweet image, remembered in love, 

lade like to her Lord in the mansions 

JVC, 

ardet of union,!though scattered abroad, 
join her again in the presence of God. 

>lessed the dead who have died in the 

rd/ 

ive walked on the earth by the lamp of 

s word, 

light hath so shined with unvarying 
un, 

lory through them hath been given to 
m : 
es of Christ, 'both in word and in deed, 

the righteous have prized and the 
>ughtless may read, 

re'gone — ^they are gone — to receive their 
vard ; 

lessed the dead who have died in the 
ird. 



The Grave of Wordsworth, 223 

Those other babes were Spirits for the age 

Of peace the hero earned ; 
The painter's skill transferred to magic page, 

The thoughts that in him bmned. 
Nature's bold pupil in her rarest moods, 

Master of mist and space ; 
He bade men seek her gorgeous solitudes, 

The truth he told to trace. 

And here we stand beside the grassy mound, 

Where Wordsworth chose to lie ; 
Guarded by all the silent mountains round, 

And Rotha murmuring by ; 
Lough-rigg and Fair-field, watch-towers of 
Grasmere, 

Seat-sa^dal, Silver-how, 
Circle the ashes of their mighty seer, 

No more amongst them now. 

Oh, he had * lesson deep ' the world to teach, 

From eighty quiet years. 
Spent with these lights, these shadows, and 
these forms. 

Amid the rills and meres. 
Their voices with his heart communed so long. 

We cannot choose but greet 
Their echoes in his simple, lofty song, 

Which gives them utterance meet I ^ 



Where are the Fathers f 203 

I sorrowing friends erewhile to crave 
folding for the quiet grave. 

lied along the vale a mournful sound, 
!-like voices met the moaning tide — 
s wandered near a funeral mound ; 
ing its dark door, the grave replied, 
th his household lay him side by side ; 
remains are mine t and thus I claim, 
3 come, whoever owns his name.' 

r head was seen by men no more \ 
e solemn chamber closed, a ray 
the skies upon its mouldering floor : 
ing with a sunbeam, seemed to say, 
leemer shall reclaim this clay 
it advent* in eternal light, 
e kingdoms of the grave, O Night ! 

e the fathers?' to our homes returned ; 
le from us to serener spheres ; 
the light which long amongst us 

weet influence of those elder years. 
t looked on him and dried its tears ; 
and joy have lost their kindly friend, 
mpered age with each could bear 
lend. 



And turn to asK uu» — 
Where, far retired from vanities ana suu*.^. 
He deeply drank of God's own word, and chose 
From its rich armoury, oft a holy shield 
To gird some younger warrior for the field. 

Youth linked him in his rich autumnal prime 
With many a fond conceit by fancy bred ; 
The father of the forest, touched by time. 
Who to the earth inclined his honoured head. 
And his few branches as a shelter spread 
To welcome woodland flower and wilding spray 
Bright contrast to his beautiful decay I 

The tree is fallen — the sun is set — ^the tide. 
Wave after wave, has ebbed for ever now ; 

— » into the ocean elide. — 



The Mother^ s Lament. 20: 



THE MOTHERS LAMENT. 

YES, tears must flow, and freely, 
Or bleeding hearts would break ; 
I love to watch this empty crib, 

Though he*s not here to wake. 
There is within my soul, a hope 

That wins it from despair ; 
I can look up to the bright sky, 

And think that he is there ! 
But, my Willie, oh, my Willie, 

My precious one, my pride. 
As I turn to earth, and miss thee, 

I would thou hadst not died ! 
Thy favourite chair is vacant. 

Thy merry voice is hushed, 
And my bud, my plant of promise. 

In the quiet grave is crushed. 

There is a chasm in my heart, 

A vacuum and a void — 
Somewhat, bound up with every nerve. 

Is severed and destroyed 1 
Loved all too well ; perchance, I own 

It helped to make the nest 
Of happiness below the skies 

Too soft— too meet for rest I 



Cjfras tfsta. 




« 1^ Made Ihe vodd a wUdoDcv, 
kU ft Mi^ Ml lie > saue. 

«t MS itKTC gtvo) tbee in that lumr, 
Ijr noenoeA imk — my lo»e ! 
wl tbe ktn a< babyhood, 
lmI BC(til sticncdi alAive ? 
r'lt ibo* the Anecl °' >** Grave 





The Mother's Lament, 207 



Thy calm, distinct 'farewell,' my child, 

I hear it o'er again ; 
'Tis mingled with the angels' hymns, 

Who waited for thee then. 
Farewell, my darling — spread the wings 

They teach thee to unfold ; 
I spare thee, love, to mount to heaven 

On plumes of filmy gold. 
Nor is thy mother left alone : 

He who hath taken thee. 
Will ever guide and comfort her 

Across dark sorrow's sea. 
From the children whom lie chastcncth 

He hideth not 1 1 is face ; 
The tide of grief can never rise 

Above the throne of grace. 

I have many treasures led me, — 

Dark eyes are at my knee. 
Gazing up into my face, with 

Their serious sympathy. 
The babe upon whose velvet check 

Kisses and tears do meet. 
Answers me ever with a smile. 

Unconscious, calm, and sweet. 
And Thou, upon whose arm I lean, 

And every care repose ; 



The Burial at Sea. 209 

And manhood lent his sinking frame 
All aid its need might claim : 

All loved to shield his drooping head, 
And watch his dying bed. 

Dark night was o'er the sea, and loud 

The winter's wind did rave, 
When we laid our little favourite 

In his deep sea-grave. 
Oh, mournfully the vessel's bell 

Tolled out the funeral knell 
That gathered us around his bier; 

In every eye — a tear ! 

The ship was rocking in the blast. 

Chill fell the rain and fast 
On every head unsheltered there. 

And on the book of prayer. 
The whistling wind and rushing surge 

Mingled in fitting dirge. 
But drowned the solemn words they said 

Over the quiet dead. 

The captain signed the moment come 

To grant the greedy deep 
One treasure more, till day of doom 

In its vast caves to sltep. 
U . 



•'"" ""Ppea loe tottering n 

Vel safe lo pon we rode I that 

By midnight's hoar was o'er 
On Its strong wing, Iht soUort ,. 

That cherished tana it bore 
To rest, nol in the waters cold. 

Nor sink in their caverns oM 
For angel-wis^to him 'twas B 

To ride on the storm to he*' 



Annie Lane, 2 1 1 

Quiet laid the little feet 

That ran at mother's word ; 
Or that, father's step to greet, 

Flew, as the sound she heard : 
Shoes, new shoes seem ready there, 
Which those feet will never wear. 

With thy basket trudging on, 

Thou'lt be met no more ; 
Mother's biddings all are done. 

And every reckoning o'er. 
None thro' all the dale could be, 
Annie I missed so much as thee. 

Weep I poor mother, thou must weep, 

Tho' all too weak for woe ; 
Soon thou shalt beside her sleep. 

Child and mother too. 
And the blind, the helpless blind, — 
Where shall father comfort find ? 

Yester-mom, upon his knee, 

With a most earnest mind, 
Verse and verse she read with him 

Of gospel for the blind : 
He with finger tracing, — she 
Helping him so cheerily. 



I 



'ess Leaves. ^H 

ler down to die,- ^H 

at short hour ; ^^ 

d wearily, W 

ided flower : I 

book beneath her head I 

;— but she's dead. I 

. mother's stay, I 



!r down to die,- 

le short hour ; 
d wearily, 
ided flower : 
book beneath her head 

— but she's dead. 

. mother's . 

3 plucked Ihe flow*: 
it is the Lord.' 
ids the Border-land 
ie in His hnnd. 




Margaret. 213 



MARGARET, 
'Despite not one of these little ones.* 

THEY sit beside their newly dead, 
And weep sudi solemn tears 
As only loving parents shed, 
When all the care of years, 
With that sad silent watch, is o'er, — 
Their child will need them never more. 

Last night they knew not 'twas the last. 
They smoothed the restless bed. 

And fondly hushed the plaintive wail — 
' Oh, make me well ! ' she said ; 

Their Heavehly Father heard the moan. 

And to Himself the child is gone. 

In their own cl^amber, still she rests 

On her low conch. So fair. 
That many a day their hearts shall hoard 

That calm sweet presence there ; 
Their angel-child, with whom they rise 
Daily from earth towards the ftldes. 



Green leaves and lily bells i 

Seiaphi have fanned (hat peacefii 
Their seal is on it even now. 

Sweet mother, kiss Iby last ; thoi 
No bitter tears to shed ; 

' Suffer the child to come to Me,' 
Thy loving Saviour said. 

Hast thou not trained her for mi: 

I need that harp before my throi 

Oh, happier than her hour of bi 
This fathomless repose I 

Nor can thine elder reason gnes 
What now thy Margaret kQo 

~ ■■' —-" for thv denaited one 



Our Missing Links in Heaven. 2 1 5 

» 

Treasure love's holy relics then, 
Last flowers with which she played, 

Last words she wrote, the books she loved, 
All now so sacred made. 

She shall be named in household lore, 

' The blest one who is gone before ! * 



OUR MISSING UNKS IN HE A VEN, 

' I have ransomed them from the power of the grave.' 
' It was a cave, and a stone lay on it.' 

UNCLOSE that solemn door, and lift the 
awfiil stone ; 
We are come to lay once more our best and 
dearest down. 
It costs us the price of a life, to peer 
On those who lie in this chamber drear. 



Mother and child are met, at last, in this cold, 
dark room ; 

Yet tho* side by side, no speech makes wel- 
come thro* the gloom. 
'Tis a grave on a green hill-side so fair. 



n 



Not back rrom thee, O Dealh ! Thou 

only shrouds to give — 
Mere grave-clothes than canst bide nben I 

thou tou.cbest 'uvE.' 
Heaven's Loid left Nil in thine hm 



llEW 



It there' — as the angels U 
n oar stair in the de^ 
le own, to fi: 



A tramp was on oar stair 

nigbt gloom ; 
Dea.th said, 'I will have in 
for the tomb 1 ' 
Then there went up a wail — a midi 

cry, 
Such as children make when mothen 

l;ul .iL:ro!^!i the sireet, a child seemed wra 



Our Missing Links in Heaven, 2 1 7 

He saw bi^t w^geSs lioyering near, 
And ^Sbef sang sweet hymns to his 
dbannedeiiv^ 

flostlog hjif tlukt shining band were each 

crowned iHth a" starry crown ; 
'And one hii4 a ciown in his hand : He 
crossed Uie street and came down : ' 
Ai die moment Death greedily claimed 

htsfur^y 
He crowned that sweet mother and bore 
heraway* 

O Lord, to kk ^ildhood's eye, unfolding the 

troth of Thy love--* 
TIs txf message— 'they never die;' your 
'missii^ links ' are above. 
And this was the greeting perchance that 

^gave^ 
Who seemed to lie still in the fiunily grave. 



To theidge of the vast nnseen, does our Lord 

retnm with His own, 
To nsher each new-born spirit to the foot of 

His Father's throne. 
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edge of their immortality, and on earth we set 
up their gravestones, almost every one of which 
has its answering inscription on some sorrowing 
human heart, cut deep into its surface by the 
Heavenly Sculptor. But the message of a great 
sorrow is not answered unless we set up other 
memorials of the loved and lost than gravestones, 
and dedicate some life-work for their sake — 
some work that will live beyond the tomb. It 
has been said that ' the infinite ocean of human 
woes makes every idle moment in a Christian's 
life guilt in the sight of God.' Suppose all the 
pious and sorrowful women in the world believed 
this, and were to look round for a field of their 
own in which they might win souls to Christ. 
Riches may have fled — home — even health— but 
this space for a labour of love remains. 

Their great sorrow or loss may have clouded 
all the happiness of life as far as it depends on 
surrounding circumstances ; and if they had been 
nurtured in the Church of Rome, they might 
have turned to a convent for refuge from their 
grief. But a convent has its rules and occu- 
pations, and why should the care of the poor, 
of the young, of the sick, or the aged, belong 
only to Sisters of Charity in the Church of 
Rome? The women of that Church have done 
more for her than her priests ; but has not the 
Universal Church of Christ need of the work of 
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)EX OF FIRST LINES. 



s is a thrilling word, . 

home, and yet no darksome den, . 
morn doth open lie, .... 
spreadeth its branches green, . 
1,0 God! 

wildly wandering heart, 

18 our pilgrim band, 

>f waters vast and deep, . 

child of six years old, . 
idred band depart ? . 
: watched thy blue and laughing eyes, 
nber I dim and drear, 
: come back into the past I 
'er, those rich low tones, 
8 shore of a dark stream there came, 
:e wandering Israel, 
fades the gathered flower, 

the lowly Lamb, .... 
Tul babes in one eventful year, 
x's heights in the days of old, . 
lend, and where, oh where, . 
Vf y glutiouft Ma&teT, 
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The Grave of Wordsworth. 221 

We oomfort one another with these words of 

hope and cheer, — 
The bodies of these loyed ones ' sleep ' until. 

die Lord appear ; 
And then in one bright ransomed host, His 

changed ediereal ' Bride * — 
The iteeping and the living— shall be gathered 

to His side. 



MUSINGS BY THE GRA VB OF 
WORDSWORTH, 

IN TMB 'CHUKCHYAltD AMONG THE MOUNTAINS,' 

GRASMBltB. 

FOUR peaceful babes in one eventful year 
First saw the light of day— 
Niqpoleon, Tomer, Wordsworth, Wellington : 

All now have passed away. 
The Dttpot, Pahiter, Poet, Hero, each 

In his lone grave is laid : 
Each bad deep lesson to his race to teach, 
Whose memory shall not ftdOk 



Index of First Lines. 
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Return, return thee to thine only rest^ 

She is dead, yes, she whom we loved is dead. 

So, mortal, thou art come, . 

Sprinkle, sprinkle, little shower, 

Tliank God for the moorland acres, . 

The night hath rest, its worth the weary know, 

The world lies all before thee, . 

There is a name so deeply traced, . 

They sit beside their newly dead. 

Thou goest where, departing one ? . 

Tis noon upon the waters, • 

lis o'er, and the grey morning dawns. 

We saw them rising, one by one. 

Well, Wordsworth, and so here thou art again. 

What garland, dear one, shall I weave for 

thee? 

When Spring was abroad, one last of March, 
When the red thunder-cloud bursts on Moel< 

Wyn, 

When thoUf'O God, went'st forth jp time of old 

Whete are the sweet St Mary's thoughts? 

Why is it when a sunny gleam of light. 

Ye rainbow tints. Art's purest hues I 

Yes, mighty Master, sleep shall still. 

Yes, tears must flow, and freely. 

Yes 1 thou art glorious, thou deep green sea. 

Unclose that solemn door, and lifl the awful 

stone, 
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Thi Grave of Wordsworth. 223 

Tliose other babes were Spirits for the age 

Of peace the hero earned ; 
The painter's skiH transferred to magic page, 

The dion^ts that in him burned. 
Nature's bold papil in her rarest moods, 

Master of mist and space ; 
He bade men seek her goigeons solitudes, 

The tnidi he told to trace. 

And here we stand beside the grassy moand. 

Where Wordsworth chose to lie ; 
Guarded by all the silent mountains round, 

And Rotha murmuring by ; 
Loogh-rigg and Fair-field, watch-towers of 
Grasmer^ 

Seat-sa^dal, Silver-how, 
Circle the ashes of their mighty seer, 

No more amongst them now. 

Oh, he had 'lesson deep ' the world to teach, 

From eighty quiet years, 
Spent with these lights, these shadows, and 
these forms, 

Amid the rills and meres. 
Their voices with his heart communed so long, 

We cannot choose but greet 
Their echoes in his simple^ lofty song^ 

Which gives them utterance meet I 




i 



The Crave of Wordsworth, 225 

Oft faxiCf dreams them trains of pilgrim souls 

0*er tarn and fell that rove, 
Who to this shrine bring oflTerings from afar, 

Of reverence and love. 

He, who with God in Nature spent his life, 

Son^t in its closing year s 

To God in Christ, as with chastisM heart. 

Resigned^ he sat him here. 
Beneath these beedies, on this low stone wall. 

Where nothing speaks of gloom, 
His earnest eye oft seemed to penetrate 

The secrets of the tomb. 

The predotts daughter of his loving age 

Before him low was laid ; 
*I am the Resurrection and the Life,' 

To her had Jesus said. 
'In i|o wise will I him that comes cast out '' — 

Words cheering her last hour ; 
Andtiiro'the danghter'ssolemnstrengthof &ith. 

The fiither felt their power. 

In foreign lands» the yellow light that &lls 
From a fair oriel pane^ 

'Tli«M vtrMt of Soriptiin an iincribed oa Mn. 
Quilliiuni'i tonbttoiM. 



* Gone Home,* 



227 



Tff£ MBSSAGB OF A GUMA T SORRO W, 

'<!Erone l^ome/ 

'ki^oicbinit/ 

/^UR dear Edith, a treasure lent for eighteen 
^^ years, has been reclaimed by the Lord of 
Uw way, who^ when she seemed Ju^ ripening for 
earnest, helpfol work fai 'Bible-missions' on earth. 
Iiad seen her ripe for heaven, and taken her to 
Himself. 

It was one night said to her, as she seemed 
drawing near her end, 'We have been giving 
yon np tp the wiU of God, but we have found it 
hard wirk,* She only answeied, ' R^oUi in it.' 

'If I veoover, how I will seek to win souls for 
Christ I* was the constant outgoing of desire 
from that eoooh of hitter pain and holy patience. 
'Would that, fai the days of miracle, our Lord 
could have said to you, "AsiSBl"' was re- 
nuuked to her ; to which she answered, with a 
smile (^hat an who once saw It longed to see 
again), * No ; rather let patience have its perfect 
woric, that ye may be pckect and entire, wanting 
nothhag • Think how mudi I have learned in 
this iUness of what s^finrs fed I When I get 
better, it wHl seem to have been quite a happy 
time. I had had no tribubition before, and it is 



